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I THE  YELLOW  MAS 


PART  FIRST 


CHAPTER  I. 


About  a century  ago  there  lived  in  the  anci^ 
city  of  Pisa  a famous  Italian  milliner,  who,  by  \| 
of  vindicating  to  all  customers  her  familiarity  wit? 
Paris  fashions,  adopted  a French  title,  and  called 
herself  the  Demoiselle  Grifoni.  She  was  a wizen  * 
little  woman,  with  a mischievous  face,  a quick 
tongue,  a nimble  foot,  a talent  for  business,  and  an 
uncertain  disposition.  Rumor  hinted  that  she  was 
immensely  rich,  and  scandal  suggested  that  she 
would  do  anything  for  money. 

The  one  undeniable  good  quality  which  raised 
Demoiselle  Grifoni  above  all  her  rivals  in  the  trade 
was  her  inexhaustible  fortitude.  She  was  never 
known  to  yield  an  inch  under  any  pressure  of  ad- 
verse circumstances.  Thus  the  memorable  occasion 
of  her  life  on  which  she  wTas  threatened  with  ruin 


the  yellow  mask. 


/he  occasion  on  which  she  most  triumph. 

Jferted  the  energy  and  decision  of  her  chan 

■Tm  the  height  of  the  demoiselle’s  Prosperity. 

/led  forewoman  and  cutter-odt basely  man^d 

Started  in  business  as  her  rival.  Such  a ca 

fin  as  this  would  have  ruined  an  ordinary  mi  - 

1 but  the  invincible  Grifoni  rose  superior  to  it 

^ It  without  an  effort,  and  proved  incontestib  y 

J las  impossible  for  hostile  Fortune  to  catch 

ft  the  end  of  her  resources.  While  the  minor 

r u incr  uhat  she  would  shut  up 

/illiners  were  prophesying  that 

* on  she  was  quietly  carrying  on  a private  co 

j P> she  4 . • n paris  Nobody  knew 

jldence  with  an  agent  P • had 

Kfaat  these  letters  were  about  unti 

U>sed,  and  then  circulars  were  ^ by^ 

ladies  in  Pisa,  anno«  ^ b.  ^ ^ 

forewoman  who  cou  g Grifoni  establish- 

***?  "r^ZZ****  •*  *•"*  A” 

^“demoiselle's  customers  declined 

^ereun,iU,e— rmirom^^ 

hibited  to  the  natives 

from  the  metropolis  of  the  world  of  d ess. 

The  Frenchwoman  arrived  punc  ua 

• . ted  dav_glib  and  curt,  smiling  and  flippa  , 

pointed  day  & Her  name  we 
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anly  deserted  her.  She  was  set  to  work  the  moment 
she  was  inside  the  doors  of  the  Grifoni  establish- 
ment. A room  was  devoted  to  her  own  private 
use  ; magnificent  materials  in  velvet,  silk  and  satin, 
with  due  accompaniment  of  muslins,  laces  and  rib- 
bons, were  placed  at  her  disposal  ; she  was  told  to 
spare  no  expense,  and  to  produce,  in  the  shortest 
possible  time,  the  finest  and  newest  spscimen  dresses 
for  exhibition  in  the  show-room.  Mademoiselle 
Virginie  undertook  to  do  everything  required  of 
her,  produced  her  portfolios  of  patterns  and  her 
book  of  colored  designs,  and  asked  for  one  assistant 
who  could  speak  French  enough  to  interpret  her 
orders  to  the  Italian  girls  in  the  work-room. 

“ I have  the  very  person  you  want,”  cried  De- 
moiselle Grifoni.  “ A workwoman  we  call  Brigida 
here — the  idlest  slut  in  Pisa,  but  as  sharp  as  a 
needle — has  been  in  France,  and  speaks  the  lan- 
guage like  a native.  I’ll  send  her  to  you  directly.” 

Mademoiselle  Virginie  was  not  left  long  alone 
with  her  patterns  and  silks.  A tall  woman,  with 
bold  black  eyes,  a reckless  manner,  and  a step  as 
firm  as  a man’s,  stalked  into -the  room  with  the  gait 
of  a tragedy-queen  crossing  the  stage.  The  instant 
her  eyes  fell  on  the  French  forewoman,  she  stopped, 
threw  up  her  hands  in  astonishment,  and  exclaimed, 
“ Finette ! ” 
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u Teresa!"  cried  the  Frenchwoman,  casting  her 
scissors  on  the  table,  and  advancing  a few  steps. 

“Hush  ! call  me  Brigida.” 

“ Hush  ! call  me  Virginie.” 

These  two  exclamations  were  uttered  at  the  same 
moment,  and  then  the  two  women  scrutinized  each 
other  in  silence.  The  swarthy  cheeks  of  the  Italian 
turned  to  a dull  yellow,  and  the  voice  of  the  French- 
woman trembled  a little  when  she  spoke  again. 

“ How,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  have  you  drop- 
ped down  in  the  world  as  low  as  this?”  she  asked. 
“ I thought  you  were  provided  for  when — ” 

“Silence!”  interrupted  Brigidi.  “You  see  I 
was  not  provided  for.  I have  had  my  misfortunes  ; 
and  you  are  the  last  woman  alive  who  ought  to 
refer  to  them.” 

“ Do  you  think  I have  not  had  my  misfortunes 
too  since  we  met?”  (Brigida’s  face  brightened 
maliciously  at  those  words.)  “ You  have  had  your 
revenge,”  continued  Mademoiselle  Virginie  coldly, 
turning  away  to  the  table  and  taking  up  the  scissors 
again. 

Brigida  followed  her,  threw  one  arm  roughly 
around  her  neck,  and  kissed  her  on  the  cheek. 
“Let  us  be  friends  again,”  she  said.  The  French- 
woman laughed.  “Tell  me  how  I have  had  my 
revenge,”  pursued  the  other,  tightening  her  grasp. 
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Mademoiselle  Virginie  signed  to  Brigida  to  stoop, 
and  whispered  rapidly  in  her  ear.  The  Italian 
listened  eagerly,  with  fierce,  suspicious  eyes  fixed 
on  the  door.  When  the  whispering  ceased,  she 
loosened  her  hold,  and,  with  a sigh  of  relief, 
pushed  back  her  heavy  black  hair  from  her  tem- 
ples. “ Now  we  are  friends,”  she  said,  and  sat 
down  indolently  in  a chair  placed  by  the  work- 
table. 

“ Friends,”  repeated  Mademoiselle  Virginie,  with 
another  laugh.  “ And  now  for  business,”  she  con- 
tinued, getting  a row  of  pins  ready  for  use  by 
putting  them  between  her  teeth.  “ I am  here,  I 
believe,  for  the  purpose  of  ruining  the  late  fore- 
woman, who  has  set  up  in  opposition  to  us  ? 
Good  ! I will  ruin  her.  Spread  out  the  yellow 
brocaded  silk,  my  dear,  and  pin  that  pattern  on  at 
your  end,  while  I pin  at  mine.  And  what  are  your 
plans,  Brigida  ? (Mind  you  don't  forget  that 
Finette  is  dead,  and  that  Virginie  has  risen  from 
her  ashes.)  You  can't  possibly  intend  to  stop  here 
all  your  life  ? (Leave  an  inch  outside  the  paper, 
all  round.)  You  must  have  projects.  What  are 
they  ? ” 

“ Look  at  my  figure,”  said  Brigida,  placing  her- 
self in  an  attitude  in  the  middle  of  the  room. 

“Ah,p  rejoined  the  other,  “ it’s  not  what  it  was. 
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There’s  too  much  of  it.  You  want  diet,  walking, 
and  a French  stay-maker,”  muttered  Mademoiselle 
Virginie  through  her  chevaux-de-frise  of  pins. 

“ Did  the  goddess  Minerva  walk,  and  employ 
a French  stay-maker?  I thought  she  rode  upon 
clouds,  and  lived  at  a period  before  waists  were 
invented.” 

“ What  do  you  mean  ? ” 

“ This — that  my  present  project  is  to  try  if  I 
can’t  make  my  fortune  by  sitting  as  a model  for 
Minerva  in  the  studio  of  the  best  sculptor  in  Pisa.” 

“ And  who  is  he  ? (Unwind  me  a yard  or  two  of 
that  black  lace.)” 

“ The  master-sculptor,  Luca  Lomi — an  old  fam- 
ily, once  nob\e,  but  down  in  the  world  now.  The 
master  is  obliged  to  make  statues  to  get  a living 
for  his  daughter  and  himself.” 

u More  of  the  lace — double  it  over  the  bosom  of 
the  dress.  And  how  is  sitting  to  this  needy  sculptor 
to  make  your  fortune?” 

u Wait  a minute.  There  are  other  sculptors  be- 
sides him  in  the  studio.  There  is,  first,  his  brother, 
the  priest — Father  Rocco,  who  passes  all  his  spare 
time  with  the  master.  He  is  a good  sculptor  in  his 
way — has  cast  statues  and  made  a font  for  his 
church — a holy  man,  who  devotes  all  his  work  in 
the  studio  to  the  cause  of  piety.” 
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“ Ah,  bah  ! we  should  think  him  a droll  priest  in 
France.  (More  pins.)  You  don’t  expect  him  to  put 
money  in  your  pocket,  surely  ? " 

“ Wait,  I say  again.  There  is  a third  sculptor  in 
the  studio — actually  a nobleman  ! His  name  is 
Fabio  d’Ascoli.  He  is  rich,  young,  handsome,  an 
only  child,  and  little  better  than  a fool.  Fancy  his 
working  at  sculpture,  as  if  he  had  his  bread  to  get 
by  it — and  thinking  that  an  amusement ! Imagine 
a man  belonging  to  one  of  the  best  families  in  Pisa 
mad  enough  to  want  to  make  a reputation  as  an 
artist  ! Wait  ! wait  1 the  best  is  to  come.  His 
father  and  mother  are  dead  ; he  has  no  near  rela- 
tions in  the  world  to  exercise  authority  over  him  ; 
he  is  a bachelor,  and  his  fortune  is  all  at  his  own 
disposal — going  a-begging,  my  friend — absolutely 
going  a-begging  for  Want  of  a clever  woman  to 
hold  out  her  hand  and  take  it  from  him.” 

“Yes,  yes;  now  I understand.  The  goddess 
Minerva  is  a clever  woman,  and  she  will  hold  out 
her  hand  and  take  his  fortune  from  him  with  the 
utmost  docility.,, 

“ The  first  thing  is  to  get  him  to  offer  it.  I must 
tell  you  that  I am  not  going  to  sit  to  him,  but  to 
his  master,  Luca  Lomi,  who  is  doing  the  statue  of 
Minerva.  The  face  is  modeled  from  his  daughter  ; 
and  now  he  wants  somebody  to  sit  for  the  bust  and 
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arms.  Maddalena  Lomi  and  I are  as  nearly 
as  possible  the  same  height,  I hear — the  dif- 
ference between  us  being  that  I have  a good  fig- 
ure and  she  has  a bad  one.  I have  offered  to  sit, 
through  a friend  who  is  employed  in  the  studio. 
If  the  master  accepts,  I am  sure  of  an  introduc- 
tion to  our  rich  young  gentleman  ; and  then  leave 
it  to  my  good  looks,  my  various  accomplishments, 
and  my  ready  tongue,  to  do  the  rest.” 

“ Stop ! I won't  have  the  lace  doubled,  on 
second  thoughts.  I'll  have  it  single,  and  running 
all  round  the  dress  in  curves — so.  Well,  and  who 
is  this  friend  of  yours  employed  in  the  studio  ? A 
fourth  sculptor  ?” 

“No,  no;  the  strangest,  simplest  little  crea- 
ture—” 

Just  then  a faint  tap  was  audible  at  the  door  of 
the  room. 

Brigada  laid  her  finger  on  her  lips,  and  called 
impatiently  to  the  person  outside  to  come  in. 

The  door  opened  gently,  and  a young  girl, 
poorly  but  very  neatly  dressed,  entered  the  room. 
She  was  rather  thin,  and  under  the  average  height; 
but  her  head  and  figure  were  in  perfect  proportion. 
Her  hair  was  of  that  gorgeous  auburn  color,  her 
eyes  of  that  deep  violet-blue,  which  the  portraits 
of  Giorgione  and  Titian  have  made  famous  as  the 
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type  of  Venetian  beauty.  Her  features  possessed 
the  definiteness  and  regularity,  the  “good  model- 
ing” (to  use  an  artist’s  term).,  which  is  the  rarest  of 
all  womanly  charms,  in  Italy  as  elsewhere.  The 
one  serious  defect  of  her  face  was  its  paleness. 
Her  cheeks,  wanting  nothing  in  form,  wanted 
everything  in  color.  That  look  of  health,  which  is 
the  essential  crowning-point  of  beauty,  was  the  one 
attraction  which  her  face  did  not  possess. 

She  came  into  the  room  with  a sad  and  weary 
expression  in  her  eyes,  which  changed,  however, 
the  moment  she  observed  the  magnificently  dressed 
French  forewoman,  into  a look  of  astonishment* 
and  almost  of  awe.  Her  manner  became  shy  and 
embarrassed  ; and  after  an  instant  of  hesitation, 
she  turned  back  silently  to  the  door. 

“ Stop,  stop,  Nanina, ” said  Brigida,  in  Italian, 
“ Don’t  be  afraid  of  that  lady.  She  is  our  new 
forewoman  ; and  she  has  it  in  her  power  to  do  all 
sorts  of  kind  things  for  you.  Look  up,  and  tell  us 
what  you  want.  You  were  sixteen  last  birthday, 
Nanina,  and  you  behave  like  a baby  of  two  years 
old  !” 

“ I omy  came  to  know  if  there  was  any  work  for 
me  to-day,”  said  the  girl,  in  a very  sweet  voice, 
that  trembled  a little  as  she  tried  to  face  the  fash- 
ionable French  forewoman  again. 
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“ No  work,  child,  that  is  easy  enough  for  you  to 
do,”  said  Brigida.  “ Are  you  going  to  the  studio 
to-day  ?” 

Some  of  the  color  that  Nanina’s  cheeks  wanted 
began  to  steal  over  them  as  she  answered,  “Yes.” 

“ Don’t  forget  my  message,  darling.  And  if 
Master  Luca  Lomi  asks  where  I live,  answer  that 
you  are  ready  to  deliver  a letter  to  me,  but  that 
you  are  forbidden  to  enter  into  any  particulars  at 
first  about  who  I am,  or  where  I live.” 

“Why  am  I forbidden?”  inquired  Nanina  inno- 
cently. 

“ Don’t  ask  questions,  baby ! Do  as  you  are 
told.  Bring  me  back  a nice  note  or  message  to- 
morrow from  the  studio,  and  I will  intercede  with 
this  lady  to  get  you  some  work.  You  are  a foolish 
child  to  want  it,  when  you  might  make  more 
money  here  and  at  Florence,  by  sitting  to  painters 
.and  sculptors  ; though  what  they  can  see  to  paint 
or  model  in  you  I never  could  understand.” 

“ I like  working  at  home  better  than  going 
abroad  to  sit,”  said  Nanina,  looking  very  much 
abashed  as  she  faltered  out  the  answer,  and  escap- 
ing from  the  room  with  a terrified  farewell  obei- 
sance, which  was  an  eccentric  compound  of  a start, 
a bow,  and  a courtesy. 

“ That  awkward  child  would  be  pretty,”  said 
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Mademoiselle  Virginie,  making  rapid  progress  with 
the  cutting-out  of  her  dress,  “ if  she  knew  how  to 
give  herself  a complexion,  and  had  a presentable 
gown  on  her  back.  Who  is  she  ?” 

“ The  friend  who  is  to  get  me  into  Master  Luca 
Lomi’s  studio,”  replied  Brigida,  laughing.  “ Rath- 
er a curious  ally  for  me  to  take  up  with,  isn’t 
she  ?” 

“ Where  did  you  meet  with  her  ?” 

“ Here,  to  be  sure  ; she  hangs  about  this  place 
for  any  plain  work  she  can  get  to  do,  and  takes  it 
home  to  the  oddest  little  room  in  a street  near  the 
Campo  Santo.  I had  the  curiosity  to  follow  her 
one  day,  and  knocked  at  her  door  soon  after  she 
had  gone  in,  as  if  I was  a visitor.  She  answered 
my  knock  in  a great  flurry  and  fright,  as  you  may 
imagine.  I made  myself  agreeable,  affected  im- 
mense interest  in  her  affairs,  and  so  got  into  her 
room.  Such  a place  ! A mere  corner  of  it  cur- 
tained off  to  make  a bedroom.  One  chair,  one 
stool,  one  saucepan  on  the  fire.  Before  the  hearth 
the  most  grotesquely  hideous  unshaven  poodle-dog 
you  ever  saw  ; and  on  the  .stool  a fair  little  girl 
plaiting  dinner-mats.  Such  was  the  household — 
furniture  and  all  included.  ‘ Where  is  your 
father?’  I asked.  ‘ He  ran  away  and  left  us  years 
ago,’  answers  my  awkward  little  friend  who  has 
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just  left  the  room,  speaking  in  that  simple  way  of 
hers,  with  all  the  composure  in  the  world.  ‘ And 
your  mbther  ?’  ‘ Dead.’  She  went  up  to  the  little 

mat-plaiting  girl  as  she  gave  that  answer  and 
began  playing  with  her  long  flaxen  hair.  ‘Your 
sister,  I suppose/  said  I.  ‘What  is  her  name  ?’ 
* They  call  me  La  Biondella/  says  the  child,  look- 
ing up  from  her  mat  (La  Biondella,  Virginie,  means 
The  Fair).  ‘And  why  do  you  let  that  great, 
shaggy,  ill-looking  brute  lie  before  your  fireplace  ?’ 
I asked.  ‘ Oh  !’  cried  the  little  mat-plaiter,  ‘ that  is 
our  dear  old  dog,  Scaramuccia.  He  takes  care  of 
the  house  when  Nanina  is  not  at  home.  He  dances 
on  his  hind  legs,  and  jumps  through  a hoop,  and 
tumbles  down  dead  when  I cry  Bang?  Scara- 
muccia followed  us  home  one  night,  years  ago,  and 
he  has  lived  with  us  ever  since.  He  goes  out  every 
day  by  himself,  we  can’t  tell  where,  and  generally 
returns  licking  his  chops,  which  makes  us  afraid 
that  he  is  a thief ; but  nobody  finds  him  out,  be- 
cause is  the  cleverest  dog  that  ever  lived  ! ’ The 
child  ran  on  in  this  way  about  the  great  beast  by 
the  fireplace,  till  I was  obliged  to  stop  her  ; while 
that  simpleton  Nanina  stood  by,  laughing  and  en- 
couraging her.  I asked  them  a few  more  questions 
which  produced  some  strange  answers.  They  did 
not  seem  to  know  of  any  relations  of  theirs  in  the 
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world.  The  neighbors  in  the  house  had  helped 
them  after  their  father  ran  away,  until  they  were 
old  enough  to  help  themselves  ; and  they  did  not 
seem  to  think  there  was  anything  in  the  least 
wretched  or  pitiable  in  their  way  of  living.  The 
last  thing  I heard,  when  I left  them  that  day,  was 
La  Biondella  crying  ‘ Bang!’ — then  a bark,  a thump 
on  the  floor,  and  a scream  of  laughter.  If  it  was 
not  for  their  dog,  I should  go  and  see  them  oftener. 
But  the  ill-conditioned  beast  has  taken  a dislike  to 
me,  and  growls  and  shows  his  teeth  whenever  I 
come  near  him.” 

“ The  girl  looked  sickly  when  she  came  in  here. 
Is  she  always  like  that  ?” 

“ No.  She  has  altered  within  the  last  month. 
I suspect  our  interesting  young  nobleman  has  pro- 
duced an  impression.  The  oftener  the  girl  has  sat 
to  him  lately,  the  paler  and  more  out  of  spirits  she 
has  become.” 

“ Oh  ! she  has  sat  to  him,  has  she  ?” 

“ She  is  sitting  to  him  now.  He  is  doing  a bust 
of  some  pagan  nymph  or  other,  and  prevailed  on 
Nanina  to  let  him  copy  from  her  head  and  face. 
According  to  her  own  account,  the  little  fool  was 
frightened  at  first,  and  gave  him  all  the  trouble  in 
the  world  before  she  would  consent.” 

And  now  she  has  consented,  don’t  you  think  it 
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likely  she  may  turn  out  rather  a dangerous  rival? 
Many  are  such  fools,  and  take  such  fancies  into 
their  heads. ” 

“ Ridiculous  ! A thread-paper  of  a girl  like  that 
, who  has  no  manner,  no  talk,  no  intelligence  ; who 
has  nothing  to  recommend  her  but  an  awkward, 
babyish  prettiness!  Dangerous  to  me?  No,  no!  If 
there  is  danger  at  all,  I have  to  dread  it  from  the 
sculptor's  daughter.  I don’t  mind  confessing  that 
I am  anxious  to  see  Maddalena  Lomi.  But  as  for 
Nanina,  she  will  simply  be  of  use  to  me.  All  I 
know  already  about  the  studio  and  the  artists  in  it, 
I know  through  her.  She  will  deliver  my  message, 
and  procure  me  my  introduction;  and  when  we  have 
got  so  far,  I shall  give  her  an  old  gown  and  a shake  of 
the  hand;  and  then  good-by  to  our  little  innocent!” 

“Well,  well,  for  your  sake  I hope  you  are  the 
wiser  of  the  two  in  this  matter.  For  my  part,  I 
always  distrust  innocence.  Wait  one  moment,  and 
I shall  have  the  body  and  sleeves  of  this  dress 
ready  for  the  needlewomen.  There,  ring  the  bell, 
and  order  them  up  ; for  I have  directions  to  give, 
and  you  must  interpret  for  me.” 

While  Brigida  went  to  the  bell,  the  energetic 
Frenchwoman  began  planning  out  the  skirt  of  the 
new  dress.  She  laughed  as  she  measured  off  yard 
after  yard  of  the  silk. 
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“What  are  you  laughing  about  ?”  asked  Brigida, 
opening  the  door  and  ringing  a hand-bell  in  the 
passage. 

“ I can’t  help  fancying,  dear,  in  spite  of  her  in- 
nocent face  and  her  artless  ways,  that  your  young 
friend  is  a hypocrite.” 

“ And  I am  quite  certain,  love,  that  she  is  only 
a simpleton.” 


CHAPTER  II. 

The  studio  of  the  master-sculptor,  Luca  Lomi, 
was  composed  of  two  large  rooms  unequally  di- 
vided by  a wooden  partition,  with  an  arched  door- 
way cut  in  the  middle  of  it. 

While  the  milliners  of  the  Grifoni  establishment 
were  industriously  shaping  dresses,  the  sculptors 
in  Luca  Lomi’s  workshop  were,  in  their  way,  quite 
as  hard  at  work  shaping  marble  and  clay.  In  the 
smaller  of  the  two  rooms  the  young  nobleman 
(only  addressed  in  the  studio  by  his  Christian 
name  of  Fabio)  was  busily  engaged  on  his  bust, 
with  Nanina  sitting  before  him  as  a model.  His 
was  not  one  of  those  traditional  Italian  faces  from 
which  subtlety  and  suspicion  are  always  supposed 
to  look  out  darkly  on  the  world  at  large.  Both 
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countenance  and  expression  proclaimed  his  charac- 
ter frankly  and  freely  to  all  who  saw  him.  Quick 
intelligence  looked  brightly  from  his  eyes,  and  easy 
good  humor  laughed  out  pleasantly  in  the  rather 
quaint  curve  of  his  lips.  For  the  rest,  his  face  ex- 
pressed the  defects  as  well  as  the  merits  of  his 
character,  showing  that  he  wanted  resolution  and 
perseverance  just  as  plainly  as  it  showed  also  that 
he  possessed  amiability  and  intelligence. 

At  the  end  of  the  large  room  nearest  to  the  street 
door  Luca  Lomi  was  standing  by  his  life-size 
statue  of  Minerva,  and  issuing  directions  from  time 
to  time  to  some  of  his  workmen,  who  were  roughly 
chiseling  the  drapery  of  another  figure  ; at  the  op- 
posite side  of  the  room,  nearest  to  the  partition, 
his  brother,  Father  Rocco,  was  taking  a cast  from 
a statuette  of  the  Madonna  ; while  Maddalena  Lomi, 
the  sculptor’s  daughter,  released  from  sitting  for 
Minerva’s  face,  walked  about  the  two  rooms,  and 
watched  what  was  going  on  in  them. 

There  was  a strong  family  likeness  of  a certain 
kind  between  father,  brother  and  daughter.  All 
three  were  tall,  handsome,  dark-haired  and  dark- 
eyed ; nevertheless,  they  differed  in  expression, 
strikingly  as  they  resembled  one  another  in  fea- 
ture. Maddalena  Lomi’s  face  betrayed  strong  pas- 
sions, but  not  an  ungenerous  nature.  Her  father, 
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with  the  same  indications  of  a violent  temper,  had 
some  sinister  lines  about  his  mouth  and  forehead 
which  suggested  anything  rather  than  an  open  dis- 
position. Father  Rocco’s  countenance,  dn  the 
other  hand,  looked  like  the  personification  of  abso- 
lute calmness  and  invincible  moderation  ; and  his 
manner,  which,  in  a very  firm  way,  was  singularly 
quiet  and  deliberate,  assisted  in  carrying  out  the 
impression  produced  by  his  face.  The  daughter 
seemed  as  if  she  could  fly  in  a passion  at  a mo- 
ment’s notice,  and  forgive  also  at  a moment’s  no- 
tice. The  father,  appearing  to  be  just  as  irritable, 
had  something  in  his  face  which  said,  as  plainly  as 
if  in  words,  “ Anger  me,  and  I never  pardon.” 
The  priest  looked  as  if  he  need  never  be  called  on 
either  to  ask  forgiveness  or  to  grant  it,  for  the 
double  reason  that  he  could  irritate  nobody  else, 
and  that  nobody  else  could  irritate  him. 

“ Rocco,”  said  Luca,  looking  at  the  face  of  his 
Minerva,  which  was  now  finished,  “ this  statue  of 
mine  will  make  a sensation.” 

“ I am  glad  to  hear  it,”  rejoined  the  priest  dryly. 

“It  is  a new  thing  in  art,”  continued  Luca  en- 
thusiastically. “ Other  sculptors,  with  a classical 
subject  like  mine,  limit  themselves  to  the  ideal 
classical  face,  and  never  think  of  aiming  at  indi- 
vidual character.  Now  I do  precisely  the  reverse 
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of  that.  I get  my  handsome  daughter,  Maddalena, 
to  sit  for  Minerva,  and  I make  an  exact  likeness  of 
her.  I may  lose  in  ideal  beauty,  but  I gain  in  in- 
dividual character.  People  may  accuse  me  of  dis- 
regarding established  rules  ; but  my  answer  is, 
that  I make  my  own  rules.  My  daughter  looks 
like  a Minerva,  and  there  she  is  exactly  as  she 
looks.” 

“ It  is  certainly  a wonderful  likeness/'  said 
Father  Rocco,  approaching  the  statue. 

“ It  is  the  girl  herself,”  cried  the  other.  “ Ex- 
actly her  expression,  and  exactly  her  features. 
Measure  Maddalena,  and  measure  Minerva,  and, 
from  forehead  to  chin,  you  won’t  find  a hair- 
breadth of  difference  between  them.” 

“ But  how  about  the  bust  and  arms  of  the  figure, 
now  the  face  is  done,”  asked  the  priest,  returning 
as  he  spoke  to  his  own  work. 

“ I may  have  the  very  model  I want  for  them 
to-morrow,  Little  Nanina  has  just  given  me  the 
strangest  message.  What  do  you  think  of  a mys- 
terious lady  admirer  who  offers  to  sit  for  the  bust 
and  arms  of  my  Minerva.” 

“ Are  you  going  to  accept  the  offer  ? ” inquired 
the  priest. 

“ I am  going  to  receive  her  to-morrow  ; and  if 
I really  find  she  is  the  same  height  as  Maddalena, 
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and  has  a bust  and  arms  worth  modeling,  of  course 
I shall  accept  her  offer  ; for  she  will  be  the  very 
sitter  I have  been  looking  after  for  weeks  past. 
Who  can  she  be  ? For  that  is  the  mystery  I want 
to  find  out.  Which  do  you  say,  Rocco — an  en- 
thusiast or  an  adventuress  ?” 

“ I do  not  presume  to  say,  for  I have  no  means 
of  knowing.’  ’ 

“ Ah,  there  you  are  with  your  moderation  again. 
Now,  I do  presume  to  assert  that  she  must  be 
either  one  or  the  other,  or  she  would  not  have 
forbidden  Nanina  tb  say  anything  about  her  in 
answer  to  all  my  first  natural  inquiries.  Where  is 
Maddalena?  I thought  she  was  here  a minute  ago?” 

“She  is  in  Fabio’s  room,”  answered  Father  Rocco 
softly.  “ Shall  I call  her  ?” 

“ No,  no  !”  returned  Luca.  He  stopped,  looked 
round  at  the  workmen,  who  wrere  chipping  away 
mechanically  at  their  bit  of  drapery,  then  advanced 
close  to  the  priest  with  a cunning  smile,  and  con- 
tinued in  a whisper  : “ If  Maddalena  can  only  get 
from  Fabio’s  room  here  to  Fabio’s  palace  over  the 
way,  on  the  Arno — come,  come,  Rocco  ! don’t  shake 
your  head.  If  I brought  her  up  to  your  church 
door  one  of  these  days,  as  Fabio  d’Ascoli’s  be- 
trothed, you  would  be  glad  enough  to  take  the 
rest  of  the  business  off  my  hands,  and  make  her 
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Fabio  d’Ascoli's  wife.  You  are  a very  holy  man, 
Rocco,  but  you  know  the  difference  between  the 
clink  of  the  money-bag  and  the  clink  of  the  chisel 
for  all  that !” 

“ I am  sorry  to  find,  Luca,”  returned  the  priest 
coldly,  “that  you  allow  yourself  to  talk  of  the 
most  delicate  subjects  in  the  coarsest  way.  This 
is  one  of  the  minor  sins  of  the  tongue  which  is 
growing  on  you.  When  we  are  alone  in  the  studio 
I will  endeavor  to  lead  you  into  speaking  of  the 
young  man  in  the  room,  there,  and  of  your 
daughter,  in  terms  more  becoming  to  you,  to  me, 
and  to  them.  Until  that  time,  allow  me  to  go  on 
with  my  work.” 

Luca  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  went  back  to 
his  statue.  Father  Rocco,  who  had  been  engaged 
during  the  last  ten  minutes  in  mixing  wet  plaster 
to  the  right  consistence  for  taking  a cast,  suspended 
his  occupation,  and,  crossing  the  room  to  a corner 
next  the  partition,  removed  from  it  a cheval-glass 
which  stood  there.  He  lifted  it  away  gently,  while 
his  brother's  back  was  turned,  carried  it  close  to 
the  table  at  which  he  had  been  at  work,  and  then 
resumed  his  employment  of  mixing  the  plaster. 
Having  at  last  prepared  the  composition  for  use, 
he  laid  it  over  the  exposed  half  of  the  statuette 
with  a neatness  and  dexterity  which  showed  him 
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to  be  a practiced  „ hand  at  cast-taking.  Just  as  he 
had  covered  the  necessary  extent  of  surface*  Luca 
turned  round  from  his  statue. 

“ How  are  you  getting  on  with  the  cast  ?”  he 
asked.  “ Do  you  want  any  help  ?” 

“ None,  brother,  I thank  you,”  answered  the 
priest.  “ Pray  do  not  disturb  either  yourself  or 
your  workmen  on  my  account.” 

Luca  turned  again  to  the  statue  ; and  at  th& 
same  moment  Father  Rocco  softly  moved  the 
cheval-glass  toward  the  open  doorway  between  the 
two  rooms,  placing  it  at  such  an  angle  as  to  make 
it  reflect  the  figures  of  the  persons  in  the  smaller 
studio.  He  did  this  with  significant  quickness  and 
precision.  It  was  evidently  not  the  first  time  he 
had  used  the  glass  for  purposes  of  secret  observa- 
tion. 

Mechanically  stirring  the  wet  plaster  round  and 
round  for  the  second  casting,  the  priest  looked  into 
the  glass,  and  saw,  as  in  a picture,  all  that  was 
going  forward  in  the  inner  room.  Maddalena 
Lomi  was  standing  behind  the  young  nobleman, 
watching  the  progress  he  made  with  his  bust. 
Occasionally  she  took  the  modeling  tool  out  of  his 
hand,  and  showed  him,  with  her  sweetest  smile, 
that  she  too,  as  a sculptor’s  daughter,  understood 
something  of  the  sculptor’s  art;  and  now  and  then, 
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in  the  pauses  ot  the  conversation,  when  her  interest 
was  espe  ially  intense  in  Fabio’s  work,  she 
suffered  her  hand  to  drop  on  his  shoulder,  or 
stooped  forward  so  close  to  him  that  her  hair  min- 
gled for  a moment  with  his.  Moving  the  glass  an 
inch  or  two,  so  as  to  bring  Nanina  well  under  his 
eye,  Father  Rocco  found  that  he  could  trace  each 
repetition  of  these  little  acts  of  familiarity  by  the 
immediate  effect  which  they  produced  on  the  girl’s 
face  and  manner.  Whenever  Maddalena  so  much 
as  touched  the  young  nobleman — no  matter 
whether  ohe  did  so  by  premeditation  or  really  by 
accident— Nanina’s  features  contracted,  her  pale 
cheeks  grew  paler,  she  fidgeted  on  her  chair,  and 
her  fingers  nervously  twisted  and  untwisted  the 
loose  ends  of  the  ribbon  fastened  round  her  waist* 

“Jealous,”  thought  Father  Rocco  ; “ I suspected 
It  weeks  ago.” 

He  turned  away  and  gave  his  whole  attention  for 
a few  minutes  to  the  mixing  of  the  plaster.  When 
he  looked  back  again  at  the  glass,  he  was  just  in 
time  to  witness  a little  accident  which  suddenly 
changed  the  relative  positions  of  the  three  persons 
in  the  inner  room. 

He  saw  Maddalena  take  up  a modeling  tool 
which  lay  on  a table  near  her,  and  begin  to  help 
Fabio  in  altering  the  arrangement  of  the  hair  in 
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his  bust.  The  young  man  watched  what  she  was 
doing  earnestly  enough  for  a few  moments  ; then 
his  attention  wandered  away  to  Nanina.  She 
looked  at  him  reproachfully,  and  he  answered  by 
a sign  which  brought  a smile  to  her  face  directly. 
Maddalena  surprised  her  at  the  instant  of  the 
change ; and,  following  the  direction  of  her  eyes, 
easily  discovered  at  whom  the  smile  was  directed. 
She  darted  a glance  of  contempt  at  Nanina,  threw 
down  the  modeling  tool,  and  turned  indignantly  to 
the  young  sculptor,  who  was  affecting  to  be  hard 
at  work  again. 

“ Signor  Fabio,”  she  said,  “the  next  time  you 
forget  what  is  due  to  your  rank  and  yourself,  warn 
me  of  it,  if  you  please,  beforehand,  and  I will  take 
care  to  leave  the  room.”  While  speaking  the  last 
words  she  passed  through  the  doorway.  Father 
Rocco,  bending  abstractedly  over  his  plaster  mix- 
ture, heard  her  continue  to  herself  in  a whisper,  as 
she  went  by  him.  “ If  I have  any  influence  at  all 
with  my  father,  that  impudent  beggar-girl  shall  be 
forbidden  the  studio.” 

“Jealousy  on  the  other  side,”  thought  the  priest. 
“ Something  must  be  done  at  once,  or  this  wdl  end 
badly.” 

He  looked  again  at  the  glass,  and  saw  Fabio, 
after  an  instant  of  hesitation,  beckon  to  Nanina  to 
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approach  him.  She  left  her  seat,  advanced  half- 
way to  his,  then  stopped.  He  stepped  forward  to- 
meet  her,  and,  taking  her  by  the  hand,  whispered 
earnestly  in  her  ear.  When  he  had  done,  before 
dropping  her  hand,  he  touched  her  cheek  with  his 
lips,  and  then  helped  her  on  with  the  little  white 
mantilla  which  covered  her  head  and  shoulders  out 
of  doors.  The  girl  trembled  violently,  and  drew 
the  linen  close  to  her  face  as  Fabio  walked  into 
the  larger  studio,  and,  addressing  Father  Rocco, 
said  : 

“ I am  afraid  I am  more  idle,  or  more  stupid, 
than  ever  to-day.  I can't  get  on  with  the  bust  at 
all  to  my  satisfaction  ; so  I have  cut  short  the  sit- 
ting, and  given  Nanina  a half-holiday.’' 

At  the  sound  of  his  voice,  Maddalena,  who  was 
speaking  to  her  father,  stopped,  and,  with  another 
look  of  scorn  at  Nanina  standing  trembling  in  the 
doorway,  left  the  room.  Luca  Lomi  called  Fabio 
to  him  as  she  went  away,  and  Father  Rocco,  turn- 
ing to  the  statuette,  looked  to  see  how  the  plaster 
was  hardening  on  it.  Seeing  them  thus  engaged, 
Nanina  attempted  to  escape  from  the  studio  with- 
out being  noticed  ; but  the  priest  stopped  her  just 
as  she  was  hurrying  by  him. 

“ My  child,”  said  he,  in  his  gentle,  quiet  way, 
u are  you  going  home  i” 
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Nanina’s  heart  beat  too  fast  for  her  to  reply  in 
words  ; she  could  only  answer  by  bowing  her 
head. 

“ Take  this  for  your  little  sister,”  pursued  Father 
Rocco,  putting  a few  silver  coins  in  her  hands  ; “ I 
have  got  some  customers  for  those  mats  she  plaits 
so  nicely.  You  need  not  bring  them  to  my  rooms  ; 
I will  come  and  see  you  this  evening,  when  I am 
going  my  rounds  among  my  parishioners,  and  will 
take  the  mats  away  with  me.  You  are  a good  girl,, 
Nanina — you  have  always  been  a good  girl ; and 
as  long  as  I am  alive,  my  child,  you  shall  never 
want  a friend  and  an  adviser.” 

Nanina’s  eyes  filled  with  tears.  She  drew  the 
mantilla  closer  than  ever  round  her  face,  as  she 
tried  to  thank  the  priest.  Father  Rocco  nodded 
to  her  kindly,  and  laid  his  hand  lightly  on  her 
head  for  a moment,  then  turned  round  again  to  his 
cast. 

“ Don’t  forget  my  message  to  the  lady  who  is  t© 
sit  to  me  to-morrow,”  said  Luca  to  Nanina,  as  she 
passed  him  on  her  way  out  of  the  studio. 

After  she  had  gone,  Fabio  returned  to  the  priest, 
who  was  still  busy  over  his  cast. 

“ I hope  you  will  get  on  better  with  the  bust  to- 
morrow,” said  Father  Rocco  politely  ; “I  am  sur^ 
you  can  not  complain  of  your  model.” 
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“ Complain  of  her ! ” cried  the  young  man 
warmly ; she  has  the  most  beautiful  head  I ever 
saw.  If  I were  twenty  times  the  sculptor  that  I 
am,  I should  despair  of  being  able  to  do  her 
justice.” 

He  walked  into  the  inner  room  to  look  at  his 
bust  again — lingered  before  it  for  a little  while — 
and  then  turned  to  retrace  his  steps  to  the  larger 
studio.  Between  him  and  the  doorway  stood  three 
chairs.  As  he  went  by  them,  he  absently  touched 
the  backs  of  the  first  two,  and  passed  the  third  ; 
but  just  as  he  was  entering  the  larger  room  he 
stopped,  as  if  struck  by  a sudden  recollection,  re- 
turned hastily,  and  touched  the  third  chair.  Rais- 
ing his  eyes,  as  he  approached  the  large  studio 
again  after  doing  this,  he  met  the  eyes  of  the  priest 
fixed  on  him  in  unconcealed  astonishment. 

“ Signor  Fabio  !”  exclaimed  Father  Rocco,  with 
a sarcastic  smile,  “ who  would  ever  have  imagined 
that  you  were  superstitious  ?” 

“ My  nurse  was,”  returned  the  young  man,  red- 
dening and  laughing  rather  uneasily.  “ She  taught 
me  some  bad  habits  that  I have  not  got  over  yet.” 
With  those  words  he  nodded,  and  hastily  went 
out. 

“ Superstitious,”  said  Father  Rocco  softly  to  him- 
self. He  smiled  again,  reflected  for  a moment,  and 
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then,  going  to  the  window,  looked  into  the  street. 
The  way  to  the  left  led  to  Fabio’s  palace,  and  the 
way  to  the  right  to  the  Campo  Santo,  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  which  Nanina  lived.  The  priest  was. 
just  in  time  to  see  the  young  sculptor  take  the  way 
to  the  right. 

After  another  half  hour  had  elapsed,  the  two 
workmen  quitted  the  studio  to  go  to  dinner,  and 
Luca  and  his  brother  were  left  alone. 

“We  may  return  now,”  said  Father  Roccov  “to 
that  conversation  which  was  suspended  between  us 
earlier  in  the  day.’" 

“ I have  nothing  more  to  say,”  rejoined  Luca 
sulkily. 

" Then  you  can  listen  to  me,  brother,  with  the 
greater  attention,”  pursued  the  priest.  “ I objected 
to  the  coarseness  of  your  tone  in  talking  of  our 
young  pupil  and  your  daughter;  I object  still 
more  strongly  to  your  insinuation  that  my  desire 
to  see  them  married  (provided  always  that  they  are 
sincerely  attached  to  each  other)  springs  from  a 
mercenary  motive.” 

“You  are  trying  to  snare  me,  Rocco,  in  a mesh 
of  fine  phrases  ; but  I am  not  to  be  caught.  I know 
what  my  own  motive  is  for  hoping  that  Maddalena 
may  get  an  offer  of  marriage  from  this  wealthy 
young  gentleman;  she  will  have  his  money,  and  we 
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shall  all  profit  by  it.  That  is  coarse  and  mercen- 
ary, if  you  please  ; but  it  is  the  true  reason  why  I 
want  to  see  Maddalena  married  to  Fabio.  You 
want  to.  see  it  too  ; and  for  what  reason,  I should 
like  to  know,  if  not  for  mine  ?” 

“Of  what  use  would  wealthy  relations  be  to  me? 
What  are  people  with  money — what  is  money  itself 
—to  a man  who  follows  my  calling  ?’* 

“Money  is  something  to  everybody.” 

“ Is  it  ? When  have  you  found  that  I have  taken 
any  account  of  it  ? Give  me  money  enough  to  buy 
my  daily  bread,  and  to  pay  for  my  lodging  and  my 
coarse  cassock,  and,  though  I may  vrant  much  for 
the  poor,  for  myself  I want  no  more.  When  have 
you  found  me  mercenary?  Do  I not  help  you  in 
this  studio,  for  love  of  you  and  of  the  art,  without 
exacting  so  much  as  journeyman's  wages  ? Have 
I ever  asked  you  for  more  than  a few  crowns  to 
give  away  on  feast-days  among  my  parishioners  ? 
Money  i money  for  a man  who  may  be  summoned 
to  Rome  to-morrow,  who  may  be  told  to  go  at  half 
an  hour’s  notice  on  a foreign  mission  that  may  take 
him  to  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  who  would  be 
ready  to  go  the  moment,  when  he  was  called  on  ! 
Money  to  a man  who  has  no  wife,  no  children,  no 
interests  outside  the  sacred  circle  of  the  Church  ! 
Brother,  do  you  see  the  dust  and  dirt  and  shape- 
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less  marble  chips  lying  around  your  statue  there  ? 
Cover  that  floor  instead  with  gold,  and,  though  the 
litter  may  have  changed  in  color  and  form,  in  my 
eyes  it  would  be  litter  still.” 

44  A very  noble  sentiment,  I dare  say,  Rocco,  but 
I can’t  echo  it.  Granting  that  you  care  nothing  for 
money,  will  you  explain  to  me  why  you  are  so 
anxious  that  Maddalena  should  marry  Fabio  ? She 
has  had  offers  from  poorer  men ; you  knew  of 
them,  but  you  have  never  taken  the  least  interest 
in  her  accepting  or  rejecting  a proposal  before.*' 

“ I hinted  the  reason  to  you  months  ago,  when 
Fabio  first  enterea  the  studio.” 

44 It  was  rather  a vague  hint,  brother;  can’t 
you  be  plainer  to-day  ! ” 

44  I think  I can.  In  the  first  place,  let  me  be- 
gin by  assuring  you  that  I have  no  objection  to 
the  young  man  himself.  He  may  be  a little  ca- 
pricious and  undecided,  but  he  has  no  incorrigible 
faults  that  I have  discovered.” 

“That  is  rather  a cool  way  of  praising  him.  Rocco.” 
6t  I should  speak  of  him  warmly  enough,  if  he 
were  not  the  representative  of  an  intolerable  cor- 
ruption and  a monstrous  wrong.  Whenever  I 
think  of  him,  I think  of  an  injury  which  his  pres- 
ent existence  perpetrates  ; and  if  I do  speak  of 
him  coldly,  it  is  only  for  that  reason.” 
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Luca  looked  away  quickly  from  his  brother,, 
and  began  kicking  absently  at  the  marble  chips 
which  were  scattered  over  the  floor  around  him.,, 

“ I now  remember,”  he  said,  “ what  that  hint, 
of  yours  pointed  at.  I know  what  you  mean.” 

“ Then  you  know,”  answerel  the  priest,”  “ that, 
while  part  of  the  wealth  which  Fabio  d’  Ascoli 
possesses  is  honestly  and  incontestably  his  own, 
part,  also,  has  been  inherited  by  him  from  the 
spoilers  and  robbers  of  the  Church.” 

“ Blame  his  ancestors  for  that ; aon  t blame 
him.” 

“ I blame  him  as  long  as  the  spoil  is  not  re- 
stored.” 

“ How  do  you  know  that  it  was  spoil,  after  all?” 
“ I have  examined  more  carefully  than  most 
men  the  records  of  the  civil  wars  in  Italy  ; and. 
I know  that  the  ancestors  of  Fabio  d’ Ascoli 
wrung  from  the  Church  in  her  hour  of  weakness, 
property  which  they  dared  to  claim  as  their  right. 
I know  of  titles  to  lands  signed  away,  in  those 
stormy  times,  under  the  influence  of  fear,  or 
through  false  representations  of  which  the  law 
takes  no  account.  I call  the  money  thus  obtained 
spoil,  and  I say  that  it  ought  to  be  restored,  and 
shall  be  restored  to  the  Church  from  which  it  was 
taken.” 
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“And  what  does  Fabio  answer  to  that,  broth- 
er ?” 

“ I have  not  spoken  to  him  on  the  subject.” 

“ Why  not  ? ” 

“ Because  I have,  as  yet,  no  influence  over  him^ 
When  he  is  married,  his  wife  will  have  influence 
ever  him,  and  she  shall  speak/’ 

“ Maddalena,  I suppose  ">  How  do  you  know 
that  she  will  speak  ? ” 

“ Have  I not  educated  her  ? Does  she  not  un- 
derstand what  her  duties  are  toward  the  Church, 
in  whose  bosom  she  has  been  reared  ? 99 

Luca  hesitated  uneasily,  and  walked  away  a 
step  or  two  before  he  spoke  again. 

“ Does  this  spoil,  as  you  call  it,  amount  to  a 
large  sum  of  money  ? ” he  asked  in  an  anxious 
whisper. 

“ I may  answer  that  question,  Luca,  at  some 
future  time,”  said  the  priest.  “ For  the  present, 
let  it  be  enough  that  you  are  acquainted  with  all 
I undertook  to  inform  you  of  when  we  began  our 
conversation.  You  now  know  that  if  I am  anxious 
for  this  marriage  to  take  place,  it  is  from  mo- 
tives entirely  unconnected  with  self-interest.  If 
all  the  property  which  Fabio’s  ancestors  wrong- 
fully obtained  from  the  Church  were  restored  to 
the  Church  to-morrow,  not  one  paulo  of  it 
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would  go  into  my  pocket.  I am  a poor  priest 
now,  and  to  the  end  of  my  days  shall  remain  so.  You 
soldiers  of  the  world,  brother,  fight  for  your  pay;  I 
am  a soldier  of  the  Church,  and  I fight  for  my  cause." 

Saying  these  words,  he  returned  abruptly  to 
the  statuette  ; and  he  refused  to  speak,  or  leave 
his  employment  again,  until  he  had  taken  the 
mold  off,  and  had  carefully  put  away  the  va- 
rious fragments  of  which  it  consisted.  This 
done,  he  drew  a writing-desk  from  the  drawer  of 
his  working-table,  and,  taking  out  a slip  of  paper, 
wrote  these  lines  : 

<(  Come  down  to  the  studio  to-morrow.  Fabio 
will  be  with  us,  but  Nanina  will  return  no  more." 

Without  signing  what  he  had  written,  he  sealed 
it  up.  and  directed  it  to  “ Donna  Maddalena then 
took  his  hat,  and  handed  the  note  to  his  brother. 

“ Oblige  me  by  giving  that  to  my  niece,"  he  said. 

“Tell  me,  Rocco,"  said  Luca,  turning  the  note 
round  and  round  perplexedly  between  his  finger 
a.nd  thumb,  “ do  you  think  Maddalena  will  be  lucky 
•enough  to  get  married  to  Fabio  ?" 

“ Still  coarse  in  your  expressions,  brother  I" 

“ Never  mind  my  expressions.  Is  it  likely  ?" 

“Yes,  Luca,  I think  it  is  likely." 

With  those  words  he  waved  his  hand  pleasantly 
to  his  brother,  and  went  out. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

From  the  studio  Father  Rocco  went  straight  tc 
his  own  rooms,  hard  by  the  Church  to  which  he 
was  attached.  Opening  a cabinet  in  his  study,  he 
took  from  one  of  its  drawers  a handful  of  small 
silver  money,  consulted  for  a minute  or  so  a slate 
on  which  several  names  and  addresses  we  re  writ- 
ten, provided  himself  with  a portable  inkhorn  and 
some  strips  of  paper,  and  again  went  out. 

He  directed  his  steps  to  the  poorest  part  of  the 
neighborhood,  and,  entering  some  very  wretched 
houses,  was  greeted  by  the  inhabitants  with  great 
respect  and  affection.  The  women,  especially, 
kissed  his  hands  with  more  reverence  than  they 
would  have  shown  to  the  highest  crowned  head 
in  Europe.  In  return,  he  talked  to  them  as  easily 
and  unconstrainedly  as  if  they  were  his  equals ; 
sat  down  cheerfully  on  dirty  bedsides  and  rickety 
benches  ; and  distributed  his  little  gifts  of  money 
with  the  air  of  a man  who  was  paying  debts  rather 
than  bestowing  charity.  When  he  encountered 
cases  of  illness,  he  pulled  out  his  inkhorn  and  slips 
of  paper,  and  wrote  simple  prescriptions  to  be 
made  up  from  the  medicine-chest  of  a neighboring 
convent,  which  served  the  same  merciful  purpose 
then  that  is  answered  by  dispensaries  in  our  days. 
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When  he  had  exhausted  his  money,  and  had  got 
through  his  visits,  he  was  escorted  out  of  the  poor 
quarter  by  a perfect  train  of  enthusiastic  follow- 
ers. The  women  kissed  his  hand  again,  and  the 
men  uncovered  as  he  turned,  and,  with  a friendly 
sign,  bade  them  all  farewell. 

As  soon  as  he  was  alone  again,  he  walked  to- 
ward the  Campo  Santo,  and,  passing  the  house  in 
which  Nanina  lived,  sauntered  up  and  down  the 
street  thoughtfully  for  some  minutes.  When  he 
at  length  ascended  the  steep  staircase  that  led  to 
the  room  occupied  by  the  sisters,  he  found  the 
door  ajar.  Pushing  it  open  gently,  he  saw  La 
Biondella  sitting  with  her  pretty,  fair  profile 
turned  toward  him,  eating  her  evening  meal  of 
bread  and  grapes.  At  the  opposite  end  of  the 
room,  Scaramuccia  was  perched  up  on  his  hind 
quarters  in  a corner,  with  his  month  wide  open  to 
catch  the  morsel  of  bread  which  he  evidently  ex- 
pected the  child  to  throw  to  him.  What  the  elder 
sister  was  doing,  the  priest  had  not  time  to  see  ; 
for  the  dog  barked  the  moment  he  presented  him- 
self, and  Nanina  hastened  to  the  door  to  ascertain 
who  the  intruder  might  be.  All  that  he  could 
observe  was  that  she  was  too  confused,  on  catch- 
ing sight  of  him,  to  be  able  to  utter  a word.  La 
Biondella  was  the  first  to  speak. 
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“ Thank  you,  Father  Rocco,”  said  the  child, 
jumping  up,  with  her  bread  in  one  hand  and  her 
grapes  in  the  other — “ thank  you  for  giving  me 
so  much  money  for  my  dinner-mats.  There  they 
are,  tied  up  together  in  one  little  parcel,  in  the 
corner.  Nanina  said  she  was  ashamed  to  think 
of  your  carrying  them  ; and  I said  I knew  where 
you  lived,  and  I should  like  to  ask  you  to  let  me 
take  them  home.” 

“ Do  you  think  you  can  -carry  them  all  the 
way,  my  dear?”  asked  the  priest. 

“ Look,  Father  Rocco,  see  if  I can’t  carry 
them!”  cried  La  Biondella,  cramming  her  bread 
into  one  of  the  pockets  of  her  little  apron,  holding 
her  bunch  of  grapes  by  the  stalk  in  her  mouth, 
and  hoisting  the  packet  of  dinner-mats  on  her 
head  in  a moment.  “ See,  I am  strong  enough  to 
carry  double,”  said  the  child,  looking  up  proudly 
into  the  priest’s  face. 

“Can  you  trust  her  to  take  them  home  for 
me?”  asked  Father  Rocco,  turning  to  Nanina. 
“I  want  to  speak  to  you  alone,  and  her  absence 
will  give  me  the  opportunity.  Can  you  trust  her 
out  by  herself  ? ” 

“Yes,  Father  Rocco  ; she  often  goes  out  alone.” 
Nanina  gave  this  answer  in  low,  trembling  tones, 
and  looking  down  confusedly  on  the  ground. 
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“ Go  then,  my  dear,”  said  Father  Rocco,  pat* 
ting  the  child  on  the  shoulder  ; “ and  come  back 
here  to  your  sister  as  soon  as  you  have  left  the 
mats.” 

La  Biondella  went  out  directly  in.  great 
triumph,  with  Scaramuccia  walking  by  her  side, 
and  keeping  his  muzzle  suspiciously  close  to  the 
pocket  in  which  she  had  put  her  bread.  Father 
Rocco  closed  the  door  after  them,  and  then,  tak- 
ing the  one  chair  which  the  room  possessed,  mo- 
tioned to  Nanina  to  sit  by  him  on  the  stool. 

“ Do  you  believe  that  I am  your  friend,  my 
child,  and  that  I have  always  meant  well  toward 
you  ? ” he  began. 

“The  best  and  kindest  of  friends,”  answered 
Nanina. 

“ Then  you  will  hear  what  I have  to  say  pa- 
tiently, and  you  will  believe  that  I am  speaking 
for  your  good,  even  if  my  words  should  distress 
you?”  (Nanina  turned  away  her  head.)  “Now, 
tell  me,  should  I be  wrong,  to  begin  with,  if  I 
said  that  my  brother’s  pupil,  the  young  nobleman 
whom  we  call  ‘ Signor  Fabio,’  had  been  here  to 
see  you  to-day?”  (Nanina  started  up  affright- 
edly  from  her  stool.)  “Sit  down  again,  my  child  ; 
I am  not  going  to  blame  you.  I am  only  going 
to  tell  you  what  you  must  do  fo**  the  future.” 
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He  took  her  hand  ; it  was  cold,  and  it  trembled 
violently  in  his. 

“ I will  not  ask  what  he  has  been  saying  to 
you,”  continued  the  priest,  “ for  it  might  distress 
you  to  answer  ; and  I have,  moreover,  had  means 
of  knowing  that  your  youth  and  beauty  have 
made  a strong  impression  on  him.  I will  pass 
over,  then,  all  reference  to  the  words  he  may  have 
been  speaking  to  you  ; and  I will  come  at  once  to 
what  I have  now  to  say  in  my  turn.  Nanina,  my 
child,  arm  yourself  with  all  your  courage,  and 
promise  me  before  we  part  to-night,  that  you 
will  see  Signor  Fabio  no  more.” 

Nanina  turned  round  suddenly,  and  fixed  her 
eyes  on  him,  with  an  expression  of  terrified  in- 
credulity. “No  more?” 

“You  are  very  young  and  very  innocent,” 
said  Father  Rocco;  “but  surely  you  must  have 
thought  before  now  of  the  difference  between 
Signor  Fabio  and  you.  Surely  you  must  have 
often  remembered  that  you  are  low  down  among 
the  ranks  of  the  poor,  and  that  he  is  high  up 
among  the  rich  and  nobly  born  ?”  Nanina’s  hands 
dropped  on  the  priest’s  knees.  She  bent  her  head 
down  on  them,  and  began  to  weep  bitterly. 

“Surely  you  must  have  thought  of  that?” 
reiterated  Father  Rocco. 
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“ Oh,  I have  often,  often  thought  of  it ! ” mur- 
mured the  girl.  “ I have  mourned  over  it,  and 
cried  about  it  in  secret  for  many  nights  past.  He 
said  I looked  pale,  and  ill,  and  out  of  spirits  to- 
day ; and  I told  him  it  was  with  thinking  of  that  ! ” 
“ And  what  did  he  say  in  return  ? ” 

There  was  no  answer.  Father  Rocco  looked 
down.  Nanina  raised  her  head  directly  from  his 
knees,  and  tried  to  turn  it  away  again.  He  took 
her  hand  and  stopped  her. 

“ Come ! ” he  said  ; “ speak  frankly  to  me. 

Say  what  you  ought  to  say  to  your  father  and 
your  friend.  What  was  his  answer,  my  child, 
when  you  reminded  him  of  the  difference  between 
you  ? ” 

“ He  said  I was  born  to  be  a lady,”  faltered 
the  girl,  still  struggling  to  turn  her  face  away, 
*‘and  that  I might  make  myself  one  if  I would 
learn  and  be  patient.  He  said  that  if  he  had  all 
the  noble  ladies  in  Pisa  to  choose  from  on  one 
■side,  and  only  little  Nanina  on  the  other,  he  would 
hold  out  his  hand  to  me,  and  tell  them,  ‘ This 
shall  be  my  wife/  He  said  love  knew  no  differ* 
ence  of  rank  ; and  that  if  he  was  a nobleman  and 
rich,  it  was  all  the  more  reason  why  he  should 
please  himself.  He  was  so  kind,  that  I thought 
my  heart  would  burst  while  he  was  speaking ; and 
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my  little  sister  liked  him  so,  that  she  got  upon  his 
knee  and  kissed  him.  Even  our  dog,  who  growls 
at  other  strangers,  stole  to  his  side  and  licked  his 
hand.  Oh,  Father  Rocco  ! Father  Rocco  ! ” The 
tears  burst  out  afresh,  and  the  lovely  head  dropped 
once  more,  wearily,  on  the  priest’s  knee. 

Father  Rocco  smiled  to  himself,  and  waited 
to  speak  again  till  she  was  calmer. 

“Supposing,”  he  resumed,  after  some  minutes 
of  silence,  “ supposing  Signor  Fabio  really  meant 
all  he  said  to  you — ” 

Nanina  started  up,  and  confronted  the  priest 
boldly  for  the  first  time  since  he  had  entered  the 
room. 

“Supposing!”  she  exclaimed,  her  cheeks  be* 
ginning  to  redden  and  her  dark-blue  eyes  flashing 
suddenly  through  her  tears.  “ Supposing!  Fa« 
ther  Rocco,  Fabio  would  never  deceive  me.  I 
would  die  here  at  your  feet  rather  than  doubt  the 
least  word  he  said  to  me!” 

The  priest  signed  to  her  quietly  to  return  to 
the  stool.  “ I never  suspected  the  child  had  so 
much  spirit  in  her,”  he  thought  to  himself. 

“I  would  die,”  repeated  Nanina,  in  a voice 
that  began  to  falter  now, — “I  would  die  rathef 
than  doubt  him.” 

“I  will  not  ask  you  to  doubt  him,”  said  Father 
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Rocco  gently ; “ and  I will  believe  in  him  myself 
as  firmly  as  you  do.  Let  us  suppose,  my  child, 
that  you  have  learned  patiently  all  the  many 
things  of  which  you  are  now  ignorant,  and  which 
it  is  necessary  for  a lady  to  know.  Let  us  sup- 
pose that  Signor  Fabio  has  really  violated  all  the 
laws  that  govern  people  in  his  high  station,  and 
has  taken  you  to  him  publicly  as  his  wife.  You 
would  be  happy  then,  Nanina ; but  would  he  ? 
He  has  no  father  or  mother  to  control  him,  it  is 
true;  but  he  has  friends — many  friends  and  inti- 
mates in  his  own  rank — proud,  heartless  people, 
who  know  nothing  of  your  worth  and  goodness  ; 
who,  hearing  of  your  low  birth,  would  look  on 
you  and  on  your  husband  too,  my  child,  with  con- 
tempt He  has  not  your  patience  and  fortitude. 
Think  how  bitter  it  would  be  for  him  to  bear 
that  contempt — to  see  you  shunned  by  proud  wo- 
men, and  carelessly  pitied  or  patronized  by  inso- 
lent men.  Yet  all  this,  and  more,  he  would  have 
to  endure,  or  else  to  quit  the  world  he  has  lived 
in  from  his  boyhood — the  world  he  was  born  to 
live  in.  You  love  him,  I know — 99 

Nanina's  tears  burst  out  afresh.  “ Oh,  how 
dearly — how  dearly  ! ” she  murmured. 

“Yes,  you  love  him  dearly,”  continued  the 
priest ; “ but  would  all  your  love  compensate  him 
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for  everything  else  that  he  must  lose  ? It  might 
at  first ; but  there  would  come  a time  when  the 
world  would  assert  its  influence  over  him  again  ; 
when  he  would  feel  a want  which  you  could  not 
supply — a weariness  which  you  could  not  solace. 
Think  of  his  life  then,  and  of  yours.  Think  of 
the  first  day  when  the  first  secret  doubt  whether 
he  had  done  rightly  in  marrying  you  would  steal 
into  his  mind  We  are  not  masters  of  all  our  im- 
pulses. The  lightest  spirits  have  their  moments 
of  irresistible  depression  ; the  bravest  hearts  are 
not  always  superior  to  doubt.  My  child,  my 
child,  the  world  is  strong,  the  pride  of  rank  is 
rooted  deep,  and  the  human  will  is  frail  at  best ! 
Be  warned  ! 'For  your  own  sake  and  for  Fabio’s, 
be  warned  in  time.” 

Nanina  stretched  out  her  hands  toward  the 
priest  in  despair. 

“Oh,  Father  Rocco ! Father  Rocco!”  she 
cried  ; “ why  did  you  not  tell  me  this  before  ? ” 

“ Because,  my  child,  I only  knew  of  the  ne- 
cessity for  telling  you  to-day.  But  it  is  not  too 
late ; it  is  never  too  late  to  do  a good  action. 
You  love  Fabio,  Nanina?  Will  you  prove  that 
love  by  making  a great  sacrifice  for  his  good  ? ” 

“ I would  die  for  his  good  V9 

“Will  you  nobly  cure  him  of  a passion  which 
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will  be  his  ruin,  if  not  yours,  by  leaving  Pisa  to- 
morrow ?” 

“ Leave  Pisa  ! ” exclaimed  Nanina.  Her  face 
grew  deadly  pale  ; she  rose  and  moved  back  3 
step  or  two  from  the  priest. 

“ Listen  to  me,”  pursued  Father  Rocco,  “J 
have  heard  you  complain  that  you  could  not  get 
regular  employment  at  needlework.  You  shall 
have  that  employment  if  you  will  go  with  me- 
you  and  your  little  sister  too,  of  course — to  Flor- 
ence to-morrow.,, 

“I  promised  Fabio  to  go  to  the  studio,”  began 
Nanina,  affrightedly.  “ I promised  to  go  at  ten 
•o’clock.  How  can  I — ” 

She  stopped  suddenly  as  if  her  breath  were 
failing  her. 

“ I myself  will  take  you  and  your  sister  to 
Florence,”  said  Father  Rocco,  without  noticing 
the  interruption.  “ I will  place  you  under  the 
care  of  a lady  who  will  be  as  kind  as  a mother  to 
you  both.  I will  answer  for  your  getting  such 
work  to  do  as  will  enable  you  to  keep  yourself 
honestly  and  independently  ; and  I will  undertake, 
if  you  do  not  like  your  life  at  Florence,  to  bring 
you  back  to  Pisa  after  a lapse  of  three  months 
only.  Three  months,  Nanina.  It  is  not  a long 
exile.” 
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“ Fabio  ! Fabio  ! ” cried  the  girl,  sinking  again 
on  the  seat,  and  hiding  her  face. 

“It  is  for  his  good,”  said  Father  Rocco  calm- 
ly ; “ for  Fabio’s  good,  remember.” 

“ What  would  he  think  of  me  if  I went  away  f 
Oh,  if  I had  but  learned  to  write  ? If  I could 
only  write  Fabio  a letter ! ” 

“ Am  I not  to  be  depended  on  to  explain  to 
him  all  that  he  ought  to  know?” 

“How  can  I go  away  from  him?  Oh!  Father 
Rocco,  how  can  you  ask  me  to  go  away  from 
him  ?” 

“ I will  ask  you  to  do  nothing  hastily.  I will 
leave  you  till  to-morrow  morning  to  decide.  At 
nine  o’clock  I shall  be  in  the  street  ; and  I will  not 
even  so  much  as  enter  this  house,  unless  I know 
beforehand  that  you  have  resolved  to  follow  my 
advice.  Give  me  a sign  from  your  window.  If  I 
see  you  wave  your  white  mantilla  out  of  it,  I shall 
know  that  you  have  taken  the  noble  resolution  to 
save  Fabio  and  to  save  yourself.  I will  say  no 
more,  my  child  ; for  unless  I am  grievously  mis- 
taken in  you,  I have  already  said  enough.”  He 
went  out,  leaving  her  still  weeping  bitterly.  * 

Not  far  from  the  house  he  met  La  Biondella  and 
the  dog  on  their  way  back.  The  little  girl  stopped 
to  report  to  him  the  safe  delivery  of  her  dinner-* 
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mats  ; but  he  passed  on  quickly  with  a nod  and 
a smile.  His  interview  with  Nanina  had  left  some 
Influence  behind  it,  which  unfitted  him  just  then 
for  the  occupation  of  talking  to  a child. 

Nearly  half  an  hour  before  nine  o'clock  on  the 
following  morning  Father  Rocco  set  forth  for  the 
street  in  which  Nanina  lived.  On  his  way  thither 
he  overtook  a dog  walking  lazily  a few  paces  ahead 
in  the  roadway,  and  saw  at  the  same  time  an  ele- 
gantly-dressed lady  advancing  toward  him.  The 
dog  stopped  suspiciously  as  she  approached,  and 
growled  and  showed  his  teeth  when  she  passed 
him.  The  lady,  on  her  side,  uttered  an  exclama- 
tion of  disgust,  but  did  not  seem  to  be  either  aston- 
ished or  frightened  by  the  animal’s  threatening 
attitude.  Father  Rocco  looked  after  her  with 
some  curiosity  as  she  walked  by  him.  She  was  a 
handsome  woman,  and  he  admired  her  courage. 
* I know  that  growling  brute  well  enough,"  he  said 
to  himself,  “ but  who  can  the  lady  be  ?” 

The  dog  was  Scaramuccia,  returning  from  one 
of  his  marauding  expeditions.  The  lady  was 
Brigida,  on  her  way  to  Luca  Lomi’s  studio.  - 

Some  minutes  before  nine  o’clock  the  priest  took 
his  po&t  in  the  street,  opposite  Nanina’s  window. 
It  was  open,  but  neither  she  nor  her  little  sister 
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appeared  at  it.  He  looked  up  anxiously  as  the 
church  clocks  struck  the  hour  ; but  there  was  no 
sign  for  a minute  or  so  after  they  were  all  silent. 
4<  Is  she  hesitating  still  ?”  said  Father  Rocco  to 
himself. 

Just  as  the  words  passed  his  lips  the  white  man- 
tilla was  waved  cut  of  the  window. 
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PART  SECOND. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Even  the  master-stroke  of  replacing  the  treach* 
e\  jus  Italian  forewoman  by  a French  dressmaker, 
engaged  direct  from  Paris,  did  not  at  first  avail  to 
elevate  the  great  Grifoni  establishment  above  the 
reach  of  minor  calamities.  Mademoiselle  Virginie 
had  not  occupied  her  new  situation  at  Pisa  quite  a 
week  before  she  fell  ill.  All  sorts  of  reports  were 
circulated  as  to  the  cause  of  this  illness  ; and  the 
Demoiselle  Grifoni  even  went  so  far  as  to  suggest 
that  the  health  of  the  new  forewoman  had  fallen  a 
^sacrifice  to  some  nefarious  practices  of  the  chemical 
sort  on  the  part  of  her  rival  in  the  trade.  But, 
however  die  misfortune  had  been  produced,  it  wras 
a fact  that  Mademoiselle  Virginie  was  Gertainly 
very  ill,  and  another  fact  that  the  doctor  insisted 
on  her  being  sent  to  the  baths  of  Lucca  as  soon  as 
she  could  be  moved  from  her  bed. 
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Fortunately  for  the  Demoiselle  Grifoni,  the 
Frenchwoman  had  succeeded  in  producing  three 
specimens  of  her  art  before  her  health  broke  down. 
They  comprised  the  evening  dress  of  yellow  bro- 
caded silk,  to  which  she  had  devoted  herself  on  the 
morning  when  she  first  assumed  her  duties  at  Pisa* 
a black  cloak  and  hood  of  an  entirely  new  shape  • 
and  an  irresistibly  fascinating  dressing-gown,  said 
to  have  been  first  brought  into  fashion  by  the  prin- 
cesses of  the  blood-royal  of  France.  These  arti- 
cles of  costume,  on  being  exhibited  in  the  show- 
room, electrified  the  ladies  of  Pisa ; and  orders 
from  all  sides  flowed  In  immediately  on  the  Grifoni 
establishment.  They  were,  of  course,  easily  ex- 
ecuted by  the  inferior  workwomen,  from  the  speci- 
men designs  of  the  French  dressmaker.  So  that 
the  illness  of  Mademoiselle  Virginie,  though  it 
might  cause  her  mistress  some  temporary  incon- 
venience, was,  after  all,  productive  of  no  absolute- 
loss. 

Two  months  at  the  baths  of  Lucca  restored  the 
new  forewoman  to  health.  She  returned  to  Pisar 
and  resumed  her  place  in  the  private  workroom. 
Once  reestablished  there,  she  discovered  than  an 
important  change  had  taken  place  during  her  ab- 
sence. Her  friend  and  assistant,  Brigida,  had 
resigned  her  situation.  All  inquiries  made  of  the 
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Demoiselle  Grifoni  only  elicited  one  answer;  the 
missing  workwoman  had  abruptly  left  her  place  at 
five  minutes*  warning,  and  had  departed  without 
confiding  to  any  one  what  she  thought  of  doing,  or 
whither  she  intended  to  turn  her  steps. 

Months  elapsed  ; the  new  year  came ; but  no  ex- 
planatory letter  arrived  from  Brigida.  The  spring 
season  passed  off,  with  all  its  accompaniments  of 
dress-making  and  dress-buying,  but  still  there  was 
no  news  of  her.  The  first  anniversary  of  Made- 
moiselle Virginie’s  engagement  with  the  Demoiselle 
Grifoni  came  around  ; and  then  at  last  a note  ar- 
rived, stating  that  Brigida,  had  returned  to  Pisa, 
and  that  if  the  French  forewoman  would  send  an 
answer,  mentioning  where  her  private  lodgings 
were,  she  would  visit  her  old  friend  that  evening 
after  business  hours.  The  information  was  gladly 
enough  given  ; and,  punctually  to  the  appointed 
time,  Brigida  arrived  in  Mademoiselle  Virginie’s 
little  sitting-room. 

Advancing  with  her  usual  indolent  stateliness  of 
gait,  the  Italian  asked  after  her  friend’s  health  as 
coolly,  and  sat  down  in  the  nearest  chair  as  care- 
lessly, as  if  they  had  not  been  separated  for  more 
than  a few  days.  Mademoiselle  Virginie  laughed 
in  her  liveliest  manner,  and  raised  her  mobile 
French  eyebrows  in  sprightly  astonishment. 
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‘‘Well,  Brigida  ! she  exclaimed,  “ they  certainly 
did  you  no  injustice  when  they  nicknamed  you 
Care-for-Nothing  in  old  Grifoni’s  work-room. 
Where  have  you  been  ? Why  have  you  never  writ- 
ten to  me  ?” 

“ I had  nothing  particular  to  write  about  ; and 
besides,  I always  intended  to  come  back  to  Pisa 
and  see  you,”  answered  Brigida,  leaning  back 
luxuriously  in  her  chair. 

“ But  where  have  you  been  for  nearly  a whole 
year  past  ? In  Italy  ? ” 

“ No  ; at  Paris.  You  know  I can  sing — not 
very  well ; but  I have  a voice,  and  most  French- 
women (excuse  the  impertinence)  have  none. 
I met  with  a friend,  and  got  introduced  to  a 
manager  ; and  I have  been  singing  at  the  theatre 
— not  the  great  parts,  only  the  second.  Your 
amiable  countrywomen  could  not  screech  me 
down  on  the  stage,  but  they  intrigued  against 
me  successfully  behind  the  scenes.  In  short  I 
quarreled  with  our  principal  lady,  quarreled  with 
the  manager,  quarreled  with  my  friend  ; and  here 
I am  back  at  Pisa,  with  a little  money  saved 
in  my  pocket,  and  no  great  notion  what  I am 
to  do  next.” 

“ Back  at  Pisa ! Why  did  you  leave  it  ? ” 

Brigida’s  eyes  began  to  lose  their  indolent 
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expression.  She  sat  up  suddenly  in  her  chair, 
and  set  one  of  her  hands  heavily  on  a little  table 
by  her  side. 

“ Why  ? ” she  repeated.  “ Because,  when  I 
find  the  game  going  against  me,  I prefer  giving 
it  up  at  once  to  waiting  to  be  beaten.” 

“ Ah  ! you  refer  to  that  last  year’s  project  of 
yours  for  making  your  fortune  among  the  sculp- 
tors. I should  like  to  hear  how  it  was  you  failed 
with  the  wealthy  young  amateur.  Remember 
that  I fell  ill  before  you  had  any  news  to  give  me. 
Your  absence  when  I returned  from  Lucca,  and, 
almost  immediately  afterward,  the  marriage  of 
your  intended  conquest  to  the  sculptor’s  daughter, 
proved  to  me,  of  course,  that  you  must  have  failed. 
But  I never  heard  how.  I know  nothing  at  this 
moment  but  the  bare  fact  that  Maddalena  Lomi 
won  the  prize.” 

“Tell  me  first,  do  she  and  her  husband  live 
together  happily  ? ” 

“ There  are  no  stories  of  their  disagreeing. 
She  has  dresses,  horses,  carriages,  a negro  page, 
the  smallest  lap-dog  in  Italy — in  short,  all  the 
luxuries  that  a woman  can  want ; and  a child,  by- 
the-by,  into  the  bargain.” 

“ A child  ! ” 

“ Yes  ; a child,  born  little  more  than  a week  ago.** 
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^ Not  a boy,  I hope  ? ” 
u No  ; a girl.” 

“ I am  glad  of  that.  Those  rich  people  always 
want  the  first-born  to  be  an  heir.  They  will  both 
be  disappointed.  I am  glad  of  that.” 

“ Mercy  on  us,  Brigida,  how  fierce  you  look  ! ” 
“Do  I?  It’s  likely  enough.  I hate  Fabio 
d’Ascoli  and  Maddalena  Lomi — singly  as  man  and 
woman,  doubly  as  man  and  wife.  Stop  ! I’ll  tell 
you  what  you  want  to  know  directly.  Only 
answer  me  another  question  or  two  first.  Have 
you  heard  anything  about  her  health  ? ” 

“How  should  I hear?  Dressmakers  can’t 
inquire  at  the  doors  of  the  nobility.” 

“True.  Now  one  last  question.  That  little 
simpleton,  Nanina?” 

“ I have  never  seen  or  heard  anything  of  her. 
She  can’t  be  at  Pisa,  or  she  would  have  called 
at  our  place  for  work.” 

“Ah!  I need  not  have  asked  about  her  if  I 
had  thought  a moment  beforehand.  Father  Rocco 
would  be  sure  to  keep  her  out  of  Fabio’s  sight,  for 
his  niece’s  sake.” 

“ What,  he  really  loved  that  ‘ thread-paper  of 
a girl/  as  you  called  her  ? ” 

“ Better  than  fifty  such  wives  as  he  has  got 
now  ! I was  in  the  studio  the  morning  he  was 
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told  of  her  departure  from  Pisa.  A letter  was 
privately  given  to  him,  telling  him  that  the  girl 
had  left  the  place  out  of  a feeling  of  honor,  and 
had  hidden  herself  beyond  the  possibility  of  dis- 
covery, to  prevent  him  from  compromising  him- 
self with  all  his  friends  by  marrying  her.  Natu- 
rally enough,  he  would  not  believe  that  this  was 
her  own  doing  ; and,  naturally  enough  also,  when 
Father  Rocco  was  sent  for,  and  was  not  to  be 
found,  he  suspected  the  priest  of  being  at  fche 
bottom  of  the  business.  I never  saw  a man  in 
such  a fury  of  despair  and  rage  before.  He  swore 
that  he  would  have  all  Italy  searched  for  the  girl, 
thac  he  would  be  the  death  of  the  priest,  and  that 
he  would  never  enter  Luca  Lomi’s  studio  again.” 

“And,  as  to  this  last  particular,  of  course, 
being  a man,  he  failed  to  keep  his  word  ? 99 

“Of  course.  At  that  first  visit  of  mine  to  the 
studio  I discovered  two  things.  The  first,  as  I 
said,  was  that  Fabio  was  really  in  love  with  the 
girl ; the  second,  that  Maddalena  Lomi  was  really 
in  love  with  him.  You  may  suppose  I looked  at 
her  attentively  while  the  disturbance  was  going 
on,  and  while  nobody’s  notice  was  directed  cn 
me.  All  women  are  vain,  I know,  but  vanity 
never  blinded  my  eyes.  I saw  directly  that  I 
had  but  one  superiority  over  her — my  figure. 
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She  was  my  height,  but  not  well  made.  She  had 
hair  as  dark  and  as  glossy  as  mine  ; eyes  as  bright 
and  as  black  as  mine  ; and  the  rest  of  her  face 
better  than  mine.  My  nose  is  coarse,  my  lips  are 
too  thick,  and  my  upper  lip  overhangs  my  under 
too  far.  She  had  none  of  those  personal  faults ; 
and,  as  for  capacity,  she  managed  the  young  fool 
in  his  passion  as  well  as  I could  have  managed  him 
in  her  place.” 

“How?” 

“ She  stood  silent,  with  downcast  eyes  and  a 
distressed  look,  all  the  time  he  was  raving  up  and 
down  the  studio.  She  must  have  hated  the  girl, 
and  been  rejoiced  at  her  disappearance  ; but  she 
never  showed  it.  You  would  be  an  awkward 
rival  (I  thought  to  myself)  i even  to  a hand- 
somer woman  than  I am.*  However  I determined 
not  to  despair  too  soon,  and  made  up  my  mind  to 
follow  my  plan  just  as  if  the  accident  of  the  girl’s 
disappearance  had  never  occurred.  I smoothed 
down  the  master-sculptor  easily  enough— flatter- 
ing him  about  his  reputation,  assuring  him  that 
the  works  of  Luca  Lomi  had  been  the  objects  of 
my  adoration  since  childhood,  telling  him  that  I 
had  heard  of  his  difficulty  in  finding  a model  to 
complete  his  Minerva  from,  and  offering  myself 
(if  he  thought  me  worthy)  for  the  honor — laying 
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great  stress  on  that  word — for  the  honor  of 
sitting  to  him.  I don’t  know  whether  he  was 
altogether  deceived  by  what  I told  him  ; but 
he  was  sharp  enough  to  see  that  I really  could 
pe  of  use,  and  he  accepted  my  offer  with  a profu- 
sion of  compliments.  We  parted,  having  arranged 
that  I was  to  give  him  a first  sitting  in  a week’s 
time.” 

“ Why  put  it  off  so  long  ?” 

“To  allow  our  young  gentleman  time  to  cool 
down  and  return  to  the  studio,  to  be  sure.  What 
was  the  use  of  my  being  there  while  he  was 
away  ?” 

“Yes,  yes — I forgot.  And  how  long  was  it  be- 
fore he  came  back  ?” 

“ I had  allowed  him  more  time  than  enough. 
When  I had  given  my  first  sitting  I saw  him  in  the 
studio,  and  heard  it  was  his  second  visit  there  since 
the  day  of  the  girl’s  disappearance.  Those  very 
violent  men  are  always  changeable  and  irreso- 
lute.” 

“ Had  he  made  no  attempt,  then,  to  discover 
Nanina  ?” 

“ Oh,  yes  ! He  had  searched  for  her  himself, 
and  had  set  others  searching  for  her,  but  to  no  pur- 
pose. Four  days  of  perpetual  disappointment, had 
been  enough  to  bring  him  to  his  senses.  Luca 


THE  YELLOW  MASH 


57 


Lomi  had  written  him  a peacemaking  letter,  ask- 
ing what  harm  he  or  his  daughter  had  done,  even 
supposing  Father  Rocco  was  to  blame.  Maddalena 
Lomi  had  met  him  in  the  street,  and  had  looked 
resignedly  away  from  him,  as  if  she  expected  him 
to  pass  her.  In  short,  they  had  awakened  his  sense 
of  justice  and  his  good  nature  (you  see,  I can  im- 
partially give  him  his  due),  and  they  had  got  him 
back.  He  was  silent  and  sentimental  enough  at 
first,  and  shockingly  sulky  and  savage  with  the 
priest.” 

“ I wonder  Father  Rocco  ventured  within  his 
reach.” 

“ Father  Rocco  is  not  a man  to  be  daunted  or 
defeated  by  anybody,  I can  tell  you.  The  same 
day  on  which  Fabio  came  back  to  the  studio,  he 
returned  to  it.  Beyond  boldly  declaring  that  he 
thought  Nanina  had  done  quite  right,  and  had 
acted  like  a good  and  virtuous  girl,  he  would  say 
nothing  about  her  or  her  disappearance.  It  was 
quite  useless  to  ask  him  questions  ; he  denied  that 
any  one  had  a right  to  put  them.  Threatening, 
entreating,  flattering — all  modes  of  appeal  were 
thrown  away  on  him.  Ah,  my  dear  ! depend  upon 
it  the  cleverest  and  politest  man  in  Pisa,  the  most 
dangerous  to  an  enemy  and  the  most  delightful  to 
a friend,  is  Father  Rocco.  The  rest  of  them,  when 
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I began  to  play  my  cards  a little  too  openly,  be- 
haved with  brutal  rudeness  to  me.  Father  Rocco, 
from  first  to  last,  treated  me  like  a lady.  Sincere 
or  not  I don’t  care — he  treated  me  like  a lady  when 
the  others  treated  me  like — ” 

“ There  ! there  ! don’t  get  hot  about  it  now. 
Tell  me  instead  how  you  made  your  first  ap- 
proaches to  the  young  gentleman  whom  you  talk 
of  so  contemptuously  as  Fabio.” 

“As  it  turned  out,  in  the  worst  possible  way. 
First,  of  course,  I made  sure  of  interesting  him  in 
me  by  telling  him  that  I had  known  Nanina.  So  far 
it  was  all  well  enough.  My  next  object,  was  to 
persuade  him  that  she  could  never  have  gone  away 
if  she  had  truly  loved  him  alone  ; and  that  he  must 
have  had  some  fortunate  rival  in  her  own  rank  of 
life,  to  whom  she  had  sacrificed  him,  after  gratify- 
ing her  vanity  for  a time  by  bringing  a young 
nobleman  to  her  feet.  I had,  as  you  will  easily 
imagine,  difficulty  enough  in  making  him  take  thi$ 
view  of  Nanina’s  flight.  His  pride  and  his  love 
for  the  girl  were  both  concerned  in  refusing  to 
admit  the  truth  of  my  suggestion.  At  last  I suc- 
ceeded. I brought  him  to  that  state  of  ruffled 
vanity  and  fretful  self-assertion  in  which  it  is 
easiest  to  work  on  a man’s  feelings — in  which  a 
man’s  own  wounded  pride  makes  the  best  pitfall  to 
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catch  him  in.  I brought  him,  I say,  to  that  states 
and  then  she  stepped  in  and  profited  by  what  I had 
done.  Is  it  wonderful  now  that  I rejoice  in  he? 
disappointments — that  I should  be  glad  to  hear 
any  ill  thing  of  her  that  any  one  could  tell  me  ?” 

“ But  how  did  she  first  get  the  advantage  of  you?5* 

“If  I had  found  out,  she  would  never  have  suc- 
ceeded where  I failed.  All  I know  is,  that  she  had 
more  opportunities  of  seeing  him  than  I,  and  that 
she  used  them  cunningly  enough  even  to  deceive 
me.  While  I thought  I was  gaining  ground  with 
Fabio,  I was  actually  losing  it.  My  first  suspicions 
were  excited  by  a change  in  Luca  Lomi’s  conduct 
toward  me.  He  grew  cold,  neglectful — at  last  ab- 
solutely rude.  I was  resolved  not  to  see  this  ; but 
accident  soon  obliged  me  to  open  my  eyes.  One 
morning  I heard  Fabio  and  Maddalena  talking  of 
me  when  they  imagined  I had  left  the  studio.  I 
can’t  repeat  their  words,  especially  hers.  The 
blood  flies  into  my  head,  and  the  cold  catches  me 
at  the  heart,  when  I only  think  of  them.  It  will 
be  enough  if  I tell  you  that  he  laughed  at  me,  and 
that  she — ” 

“ Hush  ! not  so  loud.  There  are  other  people 
lodging  in  the  house.  Never  mind  about  telling 
me  what  you  heard  ; it  only  irritates  you  to  no 
purpose.  I can  guess  that  they  had  discovered — 99 
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“ Through  her — remember,  all  through  her  P* 
“Yes,  yes,  I understand.  They  had  discovered  a 
great  deal  more  than  you  ever  intended  them  tq 
know,  and  all  through  her. 

“ But  for  the  priest,  Virginie,  I should  have  bee* 
openly  insulted  and  driven  from  their  doors.  He. 
had  insisted  on  their  behaving  with  decent  civility 
toward  me.  They  said  that  he  was  afraid  of  me, 
and  laughed  at  the  notion  of  his  trying  to  make 
them  afraid  to.  That  was  the  last  thing  I heard. 
The  fury  I was  in,  and  the  necessity  of  keeping  it 
down,  almost  suffocated  me.  I turned  round  to 
leave  the  place  for  ever,  when,  who  should  I see, 
standing  close  behind  me,  but  Father  Rocco.  He 
must  have  discovered  in  my  face  that  I knew  all, 
but  he  took  no  notice  of  it.  He  only  asked,  in  his 
usual  quiet,  polite  way,  if  I was  looking  for  any- 
thing I had  lost,  and  if  he  could  help  me.  I 
managed  to  thank  him,  and  to  get  to  the  door. 
He  opened  it  for  me  respectfully,  and  bowed  ; he 
treated  me  like  a lady  to  the  last ! It  was  even- 
ing when  I left  the  studio  in  that  way.  The  next 
morning  I threw  up  my  situation,  and  turned  my 
back  on  Pisa.  Now  you  know  everything.*' 

“Did  you  hear  of  the  marriage?  or  did  y&u 
only  assume  from  what  you  knew  that  it  would 
take  pla'?e  ? ” 
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“ I heard  of  it  six  months  ago  A man  came. 

/ 

to  sing  in  the  chorus  at  our  theatre  who  had  been 
employed  some  time  before  at  the  grand  concert 
given  on  the  occasion  of  the  marriage.  But  let 
us  drop  the  subject  now.  I am  in  a fever  already 
with  talking  of  it.  You  are  in  a bad  situation 
here,  my  dear ; I declare  your  room  is  almost 
stifling.” 

“ Shall  I open  the  other  window  ? ” 

“No;  let  us  go  out  and  get  a breath  of  air 
by  the  river-side.  Come ! take  your  hood  and 
fan  ; it  is  getting  dark — nobody  will  see  us,  and 
we  can  come  back  here,  if  you  like,  in  half  an 
hour.” 

Mademoiselle  Virginie  acceded  to  her  friend’s 
wish  rather  reluctantly.  ..They  walked  toward  the 
river.  The  sun  was  down,  and  the  sudden  night 
of  Italy  was  gathering  fast.  Although  Brigida 
did  not  say  another  word  on  the  subject  of  Fabior 
or  his  wife,  she  led  the  way  to  the  bank  of 
the  Arno,  on  which  the  young  nobleman’s  palace 
stood. 

Just  as  they  got  near  the  great  door  of 
entrance,  a sedan-chair,  approaching  in  the  oppo- 
site direction,  was  set  down  before  it  ; and  a foot- 
man, after  a moment’s  conference  with  a lady 
inside  the  chair,  advanced  to  the  porter’s  lodge  in 
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the  courtyard.  Leaving  her  friend  to  go  on 
Brigida  slipped  in  after  the  servant  by  the  open 
wicket,  and  concealed  herself  in  the  shadow  cast 
by  the  great  closed  gates. 

“ The  Marchesa  Melani,  to  inquire  how  the 
Countess  d’Ascoli  and  the  infant  are  this  even- 
ing, ” said  the  footman. 

“ My  mistress  has  not  changed  at  all  for  the 
batter  since  the  morning,”  answered  the  porter. 
“ The  child  is  doing  quite  well.” 

The  footman  went  back  to  the  sedan-chair; 
then  returned  to  the  porter’s  lodge. 

“The  Marchesa  desires  me  to  ask  if  fresh 
medical  advice  has  been  sent  for,”  he  said. 

“ Another  doctor  has  arrived  from  Florence 
to-day,”  replied  the  porter. 

Mademoiselle  Virginie,  missing  her  friend  sud- 
denly, turned  back  toward  the  palace  to  look  after 
her,  and  was  rather  surprised  to  see  Brigida  slip 
out  of  the  wicket-gate.  There  were  two  oil  lamps 
burning  on  pillars  outside  the  doorway,  and  their 
light,  glancing  on  the  Italian’s  face,  as  she  passed 
tinder  them,  showed  that  she  was  smiling. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

While  the  Marchesa  Melani  was  making  in- 
quiries at  the  gate  of  the  palace,  Fabio  was 
sitting  alone  in  the  apartment  which  his  wife 
usually  occupied  when  she  was  in  health.  It  was 
her  favorite  room,  and  had  been  prettily  decorated, 
by  her  own  desire,  with  hangings  in  yellow  satin 
and  furniture  of  the  same  color.  Fabio  was  now 
waiting  in  it,  to  hear  the  report  of  the  doctors 
after  their  evening  visit. 

Although  Maddalena  Lomi  had  not  been  his 
first  love,  and  although  he  had  married  her  under 
circumstances  which  are  generally  and  rightly 
considered  to  afford  few  chance^  of  lasting  hap- 
piness in  wedded  life,  still  they  had  lived  together 
through  the  one  year  of  their  union  tranquilly,  if 
not  fondly.  She  had  molded  herself  wisely  to  his 
peculiar  humors,  had  made  the  most  of  his  easy 
disposition,  and,  when  her  quick  temper  had  got 
the  better  of  her,  had  seldom  hesitated  in  her 
cooler  moments  to  acknowledge  that  she  had  been 
wrong.  She  had  been  extravagant,  it  is  true,  and 
had  irritated  him  by  fits  of  unreasonable  jealousy; 
but  these  were  faults  not  to  be  thought  of  now. 
He  could  only  remember  that  she  was  the  mother 
of  his  child,  and  that  she  lay  ill  but  two  rooms 
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away  from  him — dangerously  ill,  as  the  doctors 
had  unwillingly  confessed  on  that  very  day. 

The  darkness  was  closing  in  upon  him,  and  he 
took  up  his  hand-bell  to  ring  for  lights.  When 
the  servant  entered  there  was  genuine  sorrow  in 
his  face,  genuine  anxiety  in  his  voice,  as  he 
inquired  for  news  from  the  sick-room.  The  man 
only  answered  that  his  mistress  was  still  asleep, 
and  then  withdrew,  after  first  leaving  a sealed 
letter  on  the  table  by  his  master’s  side.  Fabio 
summoned  him  back  into  the  roqm,  and  asked 
when  the  letter  ha‘d  arrived.  He  replied  that  it 
had  been  delivered  at  the  palace  two  days  since, 
and  that  he  had  observed  it  lying  unopened  on  a 
desk  in  his  master’s  study. 

Left  alone  again,  Fabio  remembered  that  the 
letter  had  arrived  at  a time  when  the  first  dan- 
gerous symptoms  of  his  wife’s  illness  had  declared 
themselves,  and  that  he  had  thrown  it  aside,  after 
observing  the  address  to  be  in  a handwriting 
unknown  to  him.  In  his  present  state  of  suspense, 
any  occupation  was  better  than  sitting  idle.  So 
he  took  up  the  letter  with  a sigh,  broke  the  seal, 
and  turned  inquiringly  to  the  name  signed  at  the 
end. 

It  was  “Nanina.” 

He  started,  and  changed  color. 
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from  her/’  he  whispered  to  himself.  “ Why  does 
it  come  at  such  a time  as  this  ?” 

His  face  grew  paler,  and  the  letter  trefcnbled  in 
his  fingers.  Those  superstitious  feelings  which  he 
had  ascribed  to  the  nursery  influences  of  his  child- 
hood, when  Father  Rocco  charged  him  with  them 
in  the  studio,  seemed  to  be  overcoming  him  now. 
He  hesitated,  and  listened  anxiously  in  the  direc- 
tion of  his  wife’s  room,  before  reading  the  letter. 
Was  its  arrival  ominous  of  good  or  evil?  That 
was  the  thought  in  his  heart  as  he  drew  the  lamp 
near  to  him,  and  looked  at  the  first  lines. 

“Am  I wrong  in  writing  to  you?”  (the  letter 
began  abruptly).  “ If  I am,  you  have  but  to  throw 
this  little  leaf  of  paper  into  the  fire,  and  to  think 
no  more  of  it  after  it  is  burned  up  and  gone.  1 
can  never  reproach  you  for  treating  my  letter  in 
that  way  ; for  we  are  never  likely  to  meet  again. 

“Why  did  I go  away?  Only  to  save  you  from 
tne  consequences  of  marrying  a poor  girl  who  was 
not  fit  to  become  your  wife.  It  almost  broke  my 
heart  to  leave  you  ; for  I had  nothing  to  keep  up 
my  courage  but  the  remembrance  that  I was 
going  away  for  your  sake.  I had  to  think  of  that, 
morning  and  night — to  think  of  it  always,  or  I am 
afraid  I should  have  faltered  in  my  resolution, 
and  have  gone  back  to  Pisa.  I longed  so  much 
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at  first  to  see  you  once  more — only  to  tell  you 
that  Nanlna  was  not  heartless  and  ungrateful,  and 
that  you  might  pity  her  and  think  kindly  of  her 
though  you  might  love  her  no  longer. 

“ Only  to  tell  you  that  L If  I had  been  a lady, 
I might  have  told  it  to  you  in  a letter ; but  I had 
never  learned  to  write,  and  I could  not  prevail  on 
myself  to  get  others  to  take  the  pen  for  me.  All 
that  I could  do  was  to  learn  secretly  how  to  write 
with  my  own  hand.  It  was  long,  long  work  ; but 
the  uppermost  thought  in  my  heart  was  always 
the  thought  of  justifying  myself  to  you,  and  that 
made  me  patient  and  persevering.  I learned,  at 
last,  to  write  so  as  not  to  be  ashamed  of  myself, 
or  to  make  you  ashamed  of  me.  I began  a letter 
— my  first  letter — to  you  ; but  I heard  of  your 
marriage  before  it  was  done,  and  then  I had  to 
tear  the  paper  up,  and  put  the  pen  down  again. 

“I  had  no  right  to  come  between  you  and  your 
wife,  even  with  so  little  a thing  as  a letter;  I had 
no  right  to  do  anything  but  hope  and  pray  for 
your  happiness.  Are  you  happy?  I am  sure  you 
©tight  to  be  ; for  how  can  your  wife  help  loving  you? 

u It  is  very  hard  for  me  to  explain  why  I have 
ventured  on  writing  now,  and  yet  I can't  think 
that  I am  doing  wrong.  I heard  a few  days  ago 
(for  I have  a friend at  Pisa  who  keeps  me 
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informed  by  my  own  desire,  of  all  the  pleasant 
changes  in  your  life) — I heard  of  your  child  being 
born  ; and  I thought  myself,  after  that,  justified 
at  last  in  writing  to  you.  No  letter  from  me,  at 
such  a time  as  this,  can  rob  your  child’s  mother  of 
so  much  as  a thought  of  yours  that  is  due  to  her. 
Thus,  at  least,  it  seems  to  me.  I wish  so  well  to 
your  child,  that  I can  not  surely  be  doing  wrong 
in  writing  these  lines. 

“ I have  said  already  what  I wanted  to  say — 
what  I have  been  longing  to  say  for  a whole  year 
past.  I have  told  you  why  I left  Pisa  ; and  have, 
perhaps,  persuaded  you  that  I have  gone  through 
some  suffering,  and  borne  some  heart-aches  for 
your  sake.  Have  I more  to  write  ? Only  a word 
or  two,  to  tell  you  that  I am  earning  my  bread,  as 
I always  wished  to  earn  it,  quietly  at  home — at 
least,  at  what  I must  call  home  now.  I am  living 
with  reputable  people,  and  I want  for  nothing. 
La  Biondella  has  grown  very  much  ; she  would 
hardly  be  obliged  to  get  on  your  knee  to  kiss  you 
now  ; and  she  can  plait  her  dinner-mats  faster 
and  more  neatly  than  ever.  Our  old  dog  is  with 
us,  and  has  learned  two  new  tricks  ; but  you  can’t 
be  expected  to  remember  him,  although  you  were 
the  only  stranger  I ever  saw  him  take  kindly  to  at 
first. 
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“ It  is  time  I finished.  If  you  have  read  this 
letter  through  to  the  end,  I am  sure  you  will 
excuse  me  if  I have  written  it  badly.  There  is  no 
date  to  it,  because  I feel  that  it  is  safest  and  best 
for  both  of  us  that  you  should  know  nothing  of 
where  I am  living.  I bless  you  and  pray  for  you, 
and  bid  you  affectionately  farewell.  If  you  can 
think  of  me  as  a sister,  think  of  me  sometimes 
still.” 

Fabio  sighed  bitterly  while  he  read  the  letter. 
“Why,”  he  whispered  to  himself,  “why  does  it 
come  at  such  a time,  as  this,  when  I can  not,  dare 
not  think  of  her?’-  As  he  slowly  folded  the  let- 
ter up,  the  tears  came  into  his  eyes,  and  he  half 
raised  the  paper  to  his  lips.  At  the  same  moment 
some  one  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  room.  He 
started,  and  felt  himself  changing  color  guiltily 
as  one  of  his  servants  entered 

“ My  mistress  is  awake,”  the  man  said,  with  a 
very  grave  face  and  a very  constrained  manner  ; 
“and  the  gentlemen  in  attendance  desired  me  t© 
say — ” 

He  was  interrupted,  before  he  could  give  his 
message,  by  one  of  the  medical  men,  who  fol- 
lowed him  into  the  room. 

“ I wish  I had  better  news  to  communicate,” 
began  the  doctor  gently* 
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“ She  is  worse,  then?”  said  Fabio,  sinking 
back  into  the  chair  from  which  he  had  risen  the 
moment  before. 

“ She  has  awakened  weaker  instead  of  stronger 
after  her  sleep,”  returned  the  doctor  evasively. 
“ I never  like  to  give  up  all  hope  till  the  very 
last,  but — ” 

“ It  is  cruel  not  to  be  candid  with  him,” 
interposed  another  voice — the  voice  of  the  doctor 
from  Florence,  who  had  just  entered  the  room. 
“Strengthen  yourself  to  bear  the  worst,”  he  con- 
tinued, addressing  himself  to  Fabio.  “ She  is 
dying.  Can  you  compose  yourself  enough  to  go 
to  her  bedside  ?” 

Pale  and  speechless,  Fabio  rose  from  his  chair, 
and  made  a sign  in  the  affirmative.  He  trembled 
so  that  the  doctor  who  had  first  spoken  was  obliged 
to  lead  him  out  of  the  room. 

“ Your  mistress  has  some  near  relations  in  Pisa, 
has  she  not?”  said  the  doctor  from  Florence, 
appealing  to  the  servant  who  waited  near  him. 

“ Her  father,  sir,  Signor  Luca  Lomi ; and  her 
uncle,  Father  Rocco,”  answered  the  man.  “They 
were  here  all  through  the  day,  until  my  mistress 
fell  asleep.” 

“ Do  you  know  where  to  find  them  now  ? ” 

“ Signor  Luca  told  me  he  should  be  at  his 
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studio,  and  Father  Rocco  said  I might  find  him 
at  his  lodgings/' 

“Send  for  them  both  directly.  Stay,  who  is 
your  mistress’s  confessor?  He  ought  to  be  sum* 
jnoned  without  loss  of  time.” 

“My  mistress’s  confessor  is  Father  Rocco,  sir.” 
“Very  well — send  or  go  yourself,  at  once. 
Even  minutes  may  be  of  importance  now.”  Say- 
ing this,  the  doctor  turned  away,  and  sat  down 
to  wait  for  any  last  demands  on  his  services,  in 
the  chair  which  Fabio  had  just  left. 


CHAPTER  III. 

Before  the  servant  could  get  to  the  priest’s 
lodgings  a vistor  had  applied  there  for  admission, 
and  had  been  immediately  received  by  Father 
Rocco  himself.  This  favored  guest  was  a little 
man,  very  sprucely  and  neatly  dressed,  and  oppres- 
sively polite  in  his  manner.  He  bowed  when 
he  first  sat  down,  he  bowed  when  he  answered 
the  usual  inquiries  about  his  health,  and  he  bowed 
for  the  third  time  when  Father  Rocco  asked  what 
had  brought  him  from  Florence. 

“ Rather  an  awkward  business,”  replied  the 
little  man,  recovering  himself  uneasily  after  his 
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third  bow.  “The  dressmaker  named  Nanina, 
whom  you  placed  under  my  wife’s  protection 
about  a year  ago — 99 

“ What  of  her  ? 99  inquired  the  priest  eagerly. 

“ I regret  to  say  she  has  left  us,  with  her  child- 
sister  and  their  very  disagreeable  dog,  that  growls 
at  everybody.0 

“ When  did  they  go  ? 99 

“Only  yesterday.  I came  here  at  once  to  tell 
you,  as  you  were  so  very  particular  in  recommend- 
ing us  to  take  care  of  her.  It  is  not  our  fault  that 
she  has  gone.  My  wife  was  kindness  itself  to  her, 
and  I always  treated  her  like  a duchess.  I bought 
dinner-mats  of  her  sister ; I even  put  up  with  the 
thieving  and  growling  of  the  disagreeable  dog — 99 

“Where  have  they  gone  to?  Have  you  found 
out  that  ? 99 

“I  have  found  out,  by  application  at  the  pass- 
port-office, that  they  have  not  left  Florence  ; but 
what  particular  part  of  the  city  they  have  removed 
to,  I have  not  yet  had  time  to  discover.0 

“And  pray,  why  did  they  leave  you,  in  the 
first  place  ? Nanina  is  not  a girl  to  do  anything 
without  a reason.  She  must  have  had  some  cause 
for  going  away.  What  was  it  ? 99 

The  little  man  hesitated,  and  made  a fourth  bow. 

“You  remember  your  private  instructions  to 
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my  wife  and  myself,  when  you  first  brought 
Nanina  to  our  house  ? ” he  said,  looking  away 
rather  uneasily  while  he  spoke. 

“ Yes  ; you  were  to  watch  her,  but  to  take 
care  that  she  did  not  suspect  you.  It  was  just 
possible  at  that  time  that  she  might  try  to  get 
back  *o  Pisa  without  my  knowing  it ; and  every- 
thing depended  on  her  remaining  in  Florence.  I 
think  now  that  I did  wrong  to  distrust  her  ; but 
it  was  of  the  last  importance  to  provide  against 
all  possibilities,  and  to  abstain  from  putting  too 
much  faith  in  my  own  good  opinion  of  the  girl. 
For  these  reasons,  I certainly  did  instruct  you  to 
watch  her  privately.  So  far  you  are  quite  right ; 
and  I have  nothing  to  complain  of.  Go  on.” 

“You  remember,”  resumed  the  little  man, 
“that  the  first  consequence  of  our  following  your 
instructions  was  a discovery  (which  we  immedi- 
ately communicated  to  you)  thac  she  was  secretly 
learning  to  write  ? ” 

“Yes;  and  I also  remember  sending  you  word 
not  tc  show  that  you  knew  what  she  was  doing, 
but  to  wait  and  see  if  she  turned  her  knowledge 
of  writing  to  account,  and  took  or  sent  any  letters 
to  the  post.  You  informed  me,  in  your  regular 
monthly  report,  that  she  never  did  anything  of 
the  kind.” 
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“ Never,  until  three  days  ago;  and  then  she 
was  traced  from  her  room  in  my  house  to  the 
post-office  with  a letter,  which  she  dropped  into 
the  box.” 

* “ And  the  address  of  which  you  discovered 

I before  she  took  it  from  your  house  ? ” 

“ Unfortunately  I did  not,”  answered  the  little 
man,  reddening  and  looking  askance  at  the  priest, 
as  if  he  expected  to  receive  a severe  reprimand. 

But  Father  Rocco  said  nothing.  He  was  think- 
ing. Who  could  she  have  written  to  ? If  to  Fabio, 
why  should  she  have  waited  for  months  and  months 
after  she  had  learned  how  to  use  her  pen,  before 
sending  him  a letter?  If  not  to  Fabio,  to  what 
other  person  could  she  have  written  ? 

“ I regret  not  discovering  the  address — regret  it 
Snost  deeply,”  said  the  little  man,  with  a low  bow 
^of  apology. 

“It  is  too  late  for  regret,”  said  Father  Rocco 
coldly.  “Tell  me  how  she  came  to  leave  your 
house  ; I have  not  heard  that  yet.  Be  as  brief 
as  you  can.  I expect  to  be  called  every  moment 
to  the  bedside  of  a near  and  dear  relation,  who 
is  suffering  from  severe  illness.  You  shall  have 
all  my  attention  ; but  you  must  ask  it  for  as  short 
a time  as  possible.” 

“I  will  be  briefness  itself.  In  the  first  place. 


74 


THE  YELLOW  MASK. 


you  must  know  that  I have — or  rather  had — an 
idle,  unscrupulous  rascal  of  an  apprentice  in  my 
business/’ 

The  priest  purged  up  his  mouth  contemptuously. 

“ In  the  second  place,  this  same  good-for- 
nothing  fellow  had  the  impertinence  to  fall  in  love 
with  Nanina.” 

Father  Rocco  started,  and  listened  eagerly. 

“ But  I must  do  the  girl  the  justice  to  say  that 
she  never  gave  him  the  slightest  encouragement ; 
and  that,  whenever  he  ventured  to  speak  to  her 
she  always  quietly  but  very  decidedly  repelled 
him.” 

“ A good  girl  ! ” said  Father  Rocco.  “ I always 
said  she  was  a good  girl.  It  was  a mistake  on  my 
part  ever  to  have  distrusted  her/’ 

u Among  the  other  offences,”  continued  the 
little  man,  “ of  which  I now  find  my  scoundrel 
of  an  apprentice  to  have  been  guilty,  was  the 
enormity  of  picking  the  lock  of  my  desk,  and 
prying  into  my  private  papers.” 

“ You  ought  not  to  have  had  any.  Private 
papers  should  always  be  burned  papers.” 

“ They  shall  be  for  the  future ; I will  take 
good  care  of  that.” 

“Were  any  of  my  letters  to  you  about  Nanina 
among  these  private  papers  ? ” 
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“ Unfortunately  they  were.  'Pray,  pray  excuse 
my  want  of  caution  this  time.  It  shall  never 
happen  again.” 

“ Go  on.  Such  imprudence  as  yours  can  never 
be  excused  ; it  can  only  be  provided  against  for 
the  future.  I suppose  the  apprentice  showed  my 
letters  to  the  girl  ? ” 

“ I infer  as  much  ; though  why  he  should  da 
so — ” 

“ Simpleton ! Did  you  not  say  that  he  was  in 
love  with  her  (as  you  term  it),  and  that  he  got  no 
encouragement  ? ” 

“Yes,  I said  that,  and  I know  it  to  be 
true.” 

“Well ! Was  it  not  his  interest,  being  unable 
to  make  any  impression  on  the  girl’s  fancy,  ta 
establish  some  claim  to  her  gratitude,  and  try  if  he 
could  not  win  her  that  way  ? By  showing  her 
my  letters,  he  would  make  her  indebted  to  him 
for  knowing  that  she  was  watched  in  your  house. 
But  this  is  not  the  matter  in  question  now.  You 
say  you  infer  that  she  had  seen  my  letters.  On 
what  grounds  ? ” 

“ On  the  strength  of  this  bit  of  paper,”  answered 
the  little  man,  ruefully  producing  a note  from 
his  pocket.  “ She  must  have  had  your  letters 
shown  to  her  soon  after  putting  her  own 


76 


THE  YELLOW  MASK. 


letter  into  the  post.  For,  on  the  evening  of  the 
same  day,  when  I went  up  into  her  room,  I found 
that  she  and  her  sister  and  the  disagreeable  dog 
had  all  gone,  and  observed  this  note  laid  on  the 
table.” 

Father  Rocco  took  the  note,  and  read  these 
lines : 

“ I have  just  discovered  that  I have  been 
watched  and  suspected  ever  since  my  stay  under 
your  roof.  It  is  impossible  that  I can  remain 
another  night  in  the  house  of  a spy.  I go  with 
my  sister.  We  owe  you  nothing,  and  we  are  free 
to  live  honestly  where  we  please.  If  you  see 
Father  Rocco,  tell  him  that  I can  forgive  his 
distrust  of  me,  but  that  I can  never  forget  it.  I, 
who  had  full  faith  in  him,  had  a right  to  expect 
that  he  should  have  full  faith  in  me.  It  was 
always  an  encouragement  to  me  to  think  of  him  as 
a father  and  a friend.  I have  lost  that  encourage- 
ment for  ever — and  it  was  the  last  I had  left  to 
me ! Nanina.” 

The  priest  rose  from  his  seat  as  he  handed  the 
note  back,  and  the  visitor  immediately  followed 
his  example. 

“We  must  remedy  this  misfortune  as  we  best 
may,”  he  said,  with  a sigh.  “ Are  you  ready  to 
:go  back  to  Florence  to-morrow?  ” 
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The  little  man  bowed  again. 

“ Find  out  where  she  is,  and  ascertain  if  she 
wants  for  anything,  and  if  she  is  living  in  a safe 
place.  Say  nothing  about  me,  and  make  no 
attempt  to  induce  her  to  return  to  your  house. 
Simply  let  me  know  what  you  discover.  The  poor 
child  has  a spirit  that  no  ordinary  people  would 
suspect  in  her.  She  must  be  soothed  and  treated 
tenderly,  and  we  shall  manage  her  yet.  No 
mistakes,  mind,  this  time  ! Do  just  what  I tell  you, 
and  do  no  more.  Have  you  anything  else  to  say 
to  me  ? ” 

The  dttle  man  shook  his  head  and  shrugged  hia 
shoulders. 

“ Good  night,  then,”  said  the  priest. 

“ Good  night,”  said  the  Httle  man,  slipping 
through  the  door  that  was  held  open  for  him  with 
the  politest  alacrity. 

“ This  is  vexatious,”  said  Father  Rocco,  taking 
a turn  or  two  in  the  study  after  his  visitor  had 
gone.  “ It  was  bad  to  have  done  the  child  an 
injustice— it  is  worse  to  have  been  found  out. 
There  is  nothing  for  it  now  but  to  wait  till  I know 
where  she  is.  I like  her,  and  I like  that  note  she 
left  behind  her.  It  is  bravely,  delicately,  and 
honestly  written.  A good  girl — a very  good  girl 
indeed  ! ” 
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He  walked  to  the  window,  breathed  the  fresh 
air  for  a few  moments,  and  quietly  dismissed  the 
subject  from  his  mind.  When  he  returned  to  his  table 
he  had  no  thoughts  for  any  one  but  his  sick  niece. 

“ It  seems  strange/’  he  said,  “ that  I have  had 
no  message  about  her  yet.  Perhaps  Luca  has 
heard  something.  It  may  be  well  if  I go  to  the 
studio  at  once  to  find  out.” 

He  took  up  his  hat  and  went  to  the  door. 
Just  as  he  opened  it,  Fabio’s  servant  confronted 
him  on  the  threshold. 

“ I am  sent  to  summon  you  to  the  palace,”  said 
the  man.  “ The  doctors  have  given  up  all  hope.” 

Father  Rocco  turned  deadly  pale,  and  drew 
back  a step.  “ Have  you  told  my  brother  of 
this  ? ” he  asked. 

“ I was  just  on  my  way  to  the  studio,”  answered 
the  servant. 

“ I will  go  there  instead  of  you,  and  break  the 
bad  news  to  him,”  said  the  priest. 

They  descended  the  stairs  in  silence.  Just  as 
they  were  about  to  separate  at  the  street  door. 
Father  Rocco  stopped  the  servant. 

“ How  is  the  child  ? ” he  asked,  with  such 
sudden  eagerness  and  impatience,  that  the  man 
looked  quite  startled  as  he  answered  that  the 
child  was  perfectly  well. 
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“ There  is  some  consolation  in  that,”  said  Father 
Rocco,  walking  away,  and  speaking  partly  to 
the  servant,  partly  to  himself.  “ My  caution 
has  misled  me,”  he  continued,  pausing  thought- 
fully when  he  was  left  alone  in  the  roadway.  “ I 
should  have  risked  using  the  mother's  iufluence 
sooner  to  procure  the  righteous  restitution.  All 
hope  of  compassing  it  now  rests  on  the  life  of  the 
child.  Infant  as  she  is,  her  father’s  ill-gotten 
wealth  may  yet  be  gathered  back  to  the  Church 
by  her  hands.” 

He  proceeded  rapidly  on  his  way  to  the  studio, 
until  he  reached  the  riverside  and  drew  close  to 
the  bridge  which  it  was  necessary  to  cross  in  order 
to  get  to  his  brother’s  house.  Here  he  stopped 
abruptly,  as  if  struck  by  a sudden  idea.  The  moon 
had  just  risen,  and  her  light,  streaming  across  the 
river,  fell  full  upon  his  face  as  he  stood  by  the 
parapet  wall  that  led  up  to  the  bridge.  He  was 
so  lost  in  thought  that  he  did  not  hear  the  conver- 
sation of  two  ladies  who  were  advancing  along 
the  pathway  close  behind  him.  As  they  brushed 
by  him,  the  taller  of  the  two  turned  round  and 
looked  back  at  his  face. 

“ Father  Rocco  ! ” exclaimed  the  lady,  stopping. 

“ Donna  Brigida ! cried  the  priest,  looking 
surprised  at  first,  but  recovering  himself  directly. 
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and  bowing  with  his  usual  quiet  politeness.  “ Par- 
don me  if  I thank  you  for  honoring  me  by  renew- 
ing our  acquaintance,  and  then  pass  on  to  my 
brother'  studio.  A heavy  affliction  is  likely  to 
befall  us,  and  I go  to  prepare  him  for  it." 

“ You  refer  to  the  dangerous  illness  of  your 
niece  ? " said  Brigida.  “ I heard  of  it  this  evening. 
Let  us  hope  that  your  fears  are  exaggerated,  and 
that  we  may  yet  meet  under  less  distressing  circum- 
stances. I have  no  present  intention  of  leaving 
Pisa  for  some  time,  and  I shall  always  be  glad  to 
thank  Father  Rocco  for  the  politeness  and  con- 
sideration which  he  showed  to  me,  under  delicate 
circumstances,  a year  ago." 

With  these  words  she  courtesied  deferentially,  and 
moved  away  to  rejoin  her  friend.  The  priest  ob- 
served that  Mademoiselle  Virginie  lingered  near  as 
if  anxious  to  catch  a few  words  of  the  conversation 
between  Brigida  and  himself.  Seeing  this,  he  in  his 
turn  listened  as  the  two  women  slowly  walked  away 
together,  and  heard  Brigida  say  to  her  companion: 

“ Virginie,  I will  lay  you  the  price  of  a new  dress 
that  Fabio  d’Ascoli  marries  again." 

Father  Rocco  started  when  she  said  those  words, 
as  if  he  had  trodden  on  fire. 

“ My  thought  !"  he  whispered  nervously  to  him- 
self. “ My  thought  at  the  moment  when  she 
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spoke  to  me  ! Marry  again  ? Another  wife,  over 
whom  I should  have  no  influence ! Other  children, 
whose  education  would  not  be  confided  to  me  ! 
What  would  become,  then,  of  the  restitution  that  I 
have  hoped  for,  wrought  for,  prayed  for  ?” 

He  stopped,  and  looked  fixedly  at  the  sky  above 
him.  The  bridge  was  deserted.  His  black  figure 
rose  up  erect,  motionless,  and  spectral,  with  the 
white,  still  light  falling  solemnly  all  around  it. 
Standing  so  for  some  minutes,  his  first  movement 
was  to  drop  his  hand  angrily  on  the  parapet  of  the 
bridge.  He  then  turned  round  slowly  in  the  direc- 
tion by  which  the  two  women  had  walked  away. 

“ Donna  Brigida,”  he  said,  “ I will  lay  you  the 
price  of  fifty  new  dresses  that  Fabio  d’Ascoli  never 
marries  again  !” 

He  set  his  face  once  more  toward  the  studio,  and 
walked  on  without  stopping  until  he  arrived  at  the 
master-sculptor’s  door. 

“Marry  again?”  he  thought  to  himself,  as  he  rang 
the  bell.  “ Donna  Brigida,  was  your  first  failure 
not  enough  for  you?  Are  you  going  to  try  a 
second  time  ?” 

Luca  Lomi  himself  opened  the-door.  He  drew 
Father  Rocco  hurriedly  into  the  studio,  toward  a 
single  lamp  burning  on  a stand  near  the  partition 
between  the  two  rooms. 
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“ Have  you  heard  anything  of  our  poor  child  ?** 
he  asked.  “Tell  me  the  truth  ! tell  me  the  truth 
at  once  !” 

“ Hush  ! compose  yourself.  I have  heard,”  said 
Father  Rocco,  in  low,  mournful  tones. 

Luca  tightened  his  hold  on  the  priest’s  arm,  and 
looked  into  his  face  with  breathless,  speechless 
eagerness. 

“ Compose  yourself,”  repeated  Father  Rocco. 
€t  Compose  yourself  to  hear  the  worst.  My  poor 
Luca,  the  doctors  have  given  up  all  hope.” 

Luca  dropped  his  brother’s  arm  with  a groan  of 
despair.  “ Oh,  Maddalena ! — my  child — my  only 
child !” 

Reiterating  these  words  again  and  again,  he 
leaned  his  head  against  the  partition  and  burst  into 
tears.  Sordid  and  coarse  as  his  nature  was,  he 
really  loved  his  daughter.  All  the  heart  he  had 
was  in  his  statues  and  in  her. 

After  the  first  burst  of  his  grief  was  exhausted, 
he  was  recalled  to  himself  by  a sensation  as  if  some 
change  had  taken  place  in  the  lighting  of  the  stu* 
dio.  He  looked  up  directly,  and  dimly  discerned 
the  priest  standing  far  down  at  the  end  of  the  room 
nearest  the  door,  with  the  lamp  in  his  hand,  eagerly 
looking  at  something. 

“ Rocco  !”  he  exclaimed,  " Rocco,  why  have  you 
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taken  the  lamp  away  ? What  are  you  doing 
there  ?” 

There  was  no  movement  and  no  answer.  Luca 
advanced  a step  or  two,  and  called  again,  “ Rocco, 
what  are  you  doing  there  ?” 

The  priest  heard  this  time,  and  came  suddenly 
toward  his  brother,  with  the  lamp  in  his  hand — so 
suddenly  that  Luca  started. 

“ What  is  it  ?”  he  asked  in  astonishment.  “ Gra- 
cious God,  Rocco,  how  pale  you  are  !” 

Still  the  priest  never  said  a word.  He  put  the 
lamp  down  on  the  nearest  table.  Luca  observed 
that  his  hand  shook.  He  had  never  seen  his 
brother  violently  agitated  before.  When  Rocco 
had  announced,  but  a few  minutes  ago,  that  Mad- 
dalena’s  life  was  despaired  of,  it  was  in  a voice 
which,  though  sorrowful,  was  perfectly  calm.  What 
was  the  meaning  of  this  sudden  panic — this  strange, 
silent  terror  ? 

The  priest  observed  that  his  brother  was  looking 
at  him  earnestly.  “ Come  !”  he  said  in  a faint 
whisper,  “ come  to  her  bedside  ; we  have  no  time 
to  lose.  Get  your  hat,  and  leave  it  to  me  to  put 
out  the  lamp.,, 

He  hurriedly  extinguished  the  light  while  he 
Spoke.  They  went  dowm  the  studio  side  by  side 
toward  the  door.  The  moonlight  streamed  through 
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the  window  full  on  the  place  where  the  priest  had 
been  standing  alone  with  the  lamp  in  his  hand.  As 
they  passed  it,  Luca  felt  his  brother  tremble,  and 
saw  him  turn  away  his  head. 

• • • • • 

Two  hours  later,  Fabio  d’Ascoli  and  his  wife 

were  separated  in  this  world  for  ever  ; and  the 
servants  of  the  palace  were  anticipating  in  whis- 
pers the  order  of  their  mistress’s  funeral  procession 
to  the  burial  ground  of  the  Campo  Santo. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

About  eight  months  after  the  Countess  d’Ascoli 
had  been  laid  in  her  grave  in  the  Campo  Santo, 
two  reports  were  circulated  through  the  gay  world 
of  Pisa,  which  excited  curiosity  and  awakened  ex- 
pectation everywhere. 

The  first  report  announced  that  a grand  masked 
ball  was  to  be  given  at  the  Melani  Palace,  to  cele- 
brate the  day  on  which  the  heir  of  the  house  at- 
tained his  majority.  All  the  friends  of  the  family 
were  delighted  at  the  prospect  of  this  festival  ; for 
the  old  Marquis  Melani  had  the  reputation  of  being 
one  of  the  most  hospitable,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
one  of  the  most  eccentric  men  in  Pisa.  Every  one 
expected,  therefore,  that  he  would  secure  for  the 
entertainment  of  his  guests,  if  he  really  gave  the 
ball,  the  most  whimsical  novelties,  in  the  way  of 
masks,  dances,  and  amusements  generally,  that  had 
ever  been  seen. 
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The  second  report  was,  that  the  rich  widower, 
Fabio  d’Ascoli,  was  on  the  point  of  returning 
to  Pisa,  after  having  improved  his  health  and  spirits 
by  traveling  in  foreign  countries  ; and  that  he 
might  be  expected  to  appear  again  in  society,  for 
the  first  time  since  the  death  of  his  wife,  at  the 
masked  ball  which  was  to  be  given  in  the  Melani 
Palace.  This  announcement  excited  special  inter- 
est among  the  young  ladies  of  Pisa.  Fabio  had 
only  reached  his  thirtieth  year ; and  it  was  univer- 
sally agreed  that  his  return  to  society  in  his  native 
city  could  indicate  nothing  more  certainly  than  his 
desire  to  find  a second  mother  for  his  infant  child. 
All  the  single  ladies  would  now  have  been  ready  to 
bet,  as  confidently  as  Brigida  had  offered  to  bet 
eight  months  before,  that  Fabio  d’Ascoli  would 
marry  again. 

For  once  in  a way,  report  turned  out  to  be  true, 
in  both  the  cases  just  mentioned.  Invitations 
were  actually  issued  from  the  Melani  Palace,  and 
Fabio  returned  from  abroad  to  his  home  on  the 
Arno. 

In  settling  all  the  arrangements  connected  with 
his  masked  ball,  the  Marquis  Melani  showed  that 
he  was  determined  not  only  to  deserve,  but  to  in- 
crease, his  reputation  for  oddity.  He  invented  the 
most  extravagant  disguises,  to  be  worn  by  some  of 
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his  more  intimate  friends  ; he  arranged  grotesque! 
dances,  to  be  performed  at  stated  periods  of  the 
evening  by  professional  buffoons  hired  from  Flor 
ence.  He  composed  a toy  symphony,  which  in- 
cluded solos  on  every  noisy  plaything  at  that  time 
manufactured  for  children’s  use.  And,  not  content 
with  thus  avoiding  the  beaten  track  in  preparing 
the  entertainments  at  the  ball,  he  determined  also 
to  show  decided  originality  even  in  selecting  the 
attendants  who  were  to  wait  on  the  company. 
Other  people  in  his  rank  of  life  were  accustomed 
to  employ  their  own  and  hired  footmen  for  this 
purpose  ; the  Marquis  resolved  that  his  attendants 
should  be  young  women  only ; that  two  of  his 
rooms  should  be  fitted  up  as  Arcadian  bowers ; 
and  that  all  the  prettiest  girls  in  Pisa  should  be 
placed  in  them  to  preside  over  the  refreshments, 
dressed,  in  accordance  with  the  mock-classical  taste 
of  the  period,  as  shepherdesses  of  the  time  of 
Virgil. 

The  only  defect  of  this  brilliantly  new  idea  was 
the  difficulty  of  executing  it.  The  Marquis  had 
expressly  ordered  that  not  fewer  than  thirty  shep- 
herdesses were  to  be  engaged — fifteen  for  each 
bower.  It  would  have  been  easy  to  find  double 
this  number  in  Pisa,  if  beauty  had  been  the  only 
quality  required  in  the  attendant'  damsels.  But  it 


88 


THE  YELLOW  MASK. 


was  also  absolutely  necessary,  for  the  security  of 
the  Marquis’s  gold  and  silver  plate,  that  the  shep- 
herdesses should  possess,  besides  good  looks,  the 
very  homely  recommendation  of  a fair  character. 
This  last  qualification  proved,  it  is  sad  to  say,  to  be 
the  one  small  merit  which  the  majority  of  the  ladies 
willing  to  accept  engagements  at  the  palace  did 
not  possess.  Day  after  day  passed  on,  and  the 
Marquis’s  steward  only  found  more  and  more  diffi- 
culty in  obtaining  the  appointed  number  of  trust- 
worthy beauties.  At  last  his  resources  failed  him 
altogether ; and  he  appeared  in  his  master’s  pres- 
ence about  a week  before  the  night  of  the  ball,  to 
make  the  humiliating  acknowledgment  that  he  was 
entirely  at  his  wits’  end.  The  total  number  of  fair 
shepherdesses  with  fair  characters  whom  he  had 
been  able  to  engage  amounted  only  to  twenty- 
three. 

“ Nonsense  !”  cried  the  Marquis  irritably,  as  soon 
as  the  steward  had  made  his  confession.  “ I told 
you  to  get  thirty  girls,  and  thirty  I mean  to  have. 
What’s  the  use  of  shaking  your  head,  when  all 
their  dresses  are  ordered  ? Thirty  tunics,  thirty 
wreaths,  thirty  pairs  of  sandals  and  silk  stockings, 
thirty  crooks,  you  scoundrel ! and  you  have  the 
impudence  to  offer  me  only  twenty-three  hands  to 
hold  them.  Not  a word ! I won’t  hear  a word ! 
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Get  me  thirty  girls  or  lose  your  place.”  The  Mar- 
quis roared  out  this  last  terrible  sentence  at  the 
top  of  his  voice,  and  pointed  peremptorily  to  the 
door. 

The  steward  knew  his  master  too  well  to  remon- 
strate. He  took  his  hat  and  cane,  and  went  out. 
It  was  useless  to  look  through  the  ranks  of  rejected 
volunteers  again  ; there  was  not  the  slightest  hope 
in  that  quarter.  The  only  chance  left  was  to  call 
on  all  his  friends  in  Pisa  who  had  daughters  out 
at  service,  and  to  try  what  he  could  accomplish,  by 
bribery  and  persuasion,  that  way. 

After  a whole  day  occupied  in  solicitations, 
promises,  and  patient  smoothing  down  of  innum- 
erable difficulties,  the  result  of  his  efforts  in  the 
new  direction  was  an  accession  of  six  more  shep- 
herdesses. This  brought  him  on  bravely  from 
twenty-three  to  twenty-nine,  and  left  him  at  last 
with  only  one  anxiety — where  was  he  now  to  find 
shepherdess  number  thirty  ? 

He  mentally  asked  himself  that  important  ques- 
tion as  he  entered  a shady  by* street  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  the  Campo  Santo,  on  his  way  back  to 
the  Melani  Palace.  Sauntering  slowly  along  in  the 
middle  of  the  road,  and  fanning  himself  with  his 
handkerchief  after  the  oppressive  exertions  of  the 
day,  he  passed  a young  girl  who  was  standing  at 
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the  street  door  of  one  of  the  houses,  apparently 
waiting  for  somebody  to  join  her  before  she  entered 
the  building. 

“ Body  of  Bacchus  !”  exclaimed  the  steward 
(using  one  of  those  old  pagan  ejaculations  which 
survive  in  Italy  even  to  the  present  day),  “ there 
stands  the  prettiest  girl  I have  seen  yet.  If  she 
would  only  be  shepherdess  number  thirty,  I should 
go  home  to  supper  with  my  mind  at  ease.  I'll  ask 
her  at  any  rate.  Nothing  can  be  lost  by  asking,, 
and  everything  may  be  gained. — Stop,  my  dear/' 
he  continued,  seeing  the  girl  turn  to  go  into  the 
house  as  he  approached  her.  “ Don't  be  afraid  of 
me.  I am  steward  to  the  Marquis  Melani,  and  well 
known  in  Pisa  as  an  eminently  respectable  man.  I 
have  something  to  say  to  you  which  may  be  greatly 
for  your  benefit.  Don't  look  surprised  ; I am  com- 
ing to  the  point  at  once.  Do  you  want  to  earn  a 
little  money  ? honestly,  of  course.  You  don’t  look 
as  if  you  were  very  rich,  child.” 

“ I am  very  poor,  and  very  much  in  want  of 
some  honest  work  to  do,”  answered  the  girl 
sadly.” 

“ Then  we  shall  suit  each  other  to  a nicety  ; for 
I have  work  of  the  pleasantest  kind  to  give  you, 
and  plenty  of  money  to  pay  for  it.  But  before  we 
say  anything  more  about  that,  suppose  you  tell  me 
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first  something  about  yourself — who  you  are,  and 
so  forth.  You  know  who  I am  already.” 

“ I am  only  a poor  work-girl,  and  my  name  is 
Nanina.  I have  nothing  more,  sir,  to  say  about 
myself  than  that.” 

“ Do  you  belong  to  Pisa?’ 

“ Yes,  sir — at  least  I did.  But  I have  been  away 
for  some  time.  I was  a year  at  Florence,  employed 
in  needlework.” 

“ All  by  yourself  ?” 

“ No,  sir,  with  my  little  sister.  I was  waiting  for 
her  when  you  came  up.” 

“ Have  you  never  done  anything  else  but  needle- 
work  ? never  been  out  at  service  ?” 

“ Yes,  sir.  For  the  last  eight  months  I have  had 
a situation  to  wait  on  a lady  at  Florence,  and  my 
sister  (who  is  turned  eleven,  sir,  and  can  make  herself 
very  useful)  was  allowed  to  help  in  the  nursery.” 

“ How  came  you  to  leave  this  situation  ?” 

“ The  lady  and  her  family  were  going  to  Rome, 
sir.  They  would  have  taken  me  with  them,  but 
they  could  not  take  my  sister.  We  are  alone  in  the 
world,  and  we  never  have  been  parted  from  each 
other,  and  never  shall  be  ; so  I was  obliged  to 
leave  the  situation.” 

“ And  here  you  are  back  at  Pisa — with  nothing 
to  do,  I suppose  ?” 
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“ Nothing  yet,  sir.  We  only  came  back  yester- 
day.” 

“ Only  yesterday  ! You  are  a lucky  girl,  let  me 
tell  you,  to  have  met  with  me.  I suppose  you  have 
somebody  in  the  town  who  can  speak  to  your  char- 
acter.” 

“ The  landlady  of  this  house  can,  sir 

“ And  who  is  she,  pray  ?” 

“ Marta  Angrisani,  sir.” 

“What ! the  well-known  sick-nurse  ? You  could 
not  possibly  have  a better  recommendation,  child. 
I remember  her  being  employed  at  the  Melani 
Palace  at  the  time  of  the  Marquis’s  last  attack  of 
gout ; but  I never  knew  that  she  kept  a lodging- 
house.” 

“ She  and  her  daughter,  sir,  have  owned  this 
house  longer  than  I can  recollect.  My  sister  and  I 
have  lived  in  it  since  I was  quite  a little  child,  and 
I had  hoped  we  might  be  able  to  live  here  again. 
But  the  top  room  we  used  to  have  is  taken,  and  the 
room  to  let  lower  down  is  far  more,  I am  afraid, 
than  we  can  afford.” 

“ How  much  is  it  ?” 

Nanina  mentioned  the  weekly  rent  of  the  room 
in  fear  and  trembling.  The  steward  burst  out 
laughing. 

“Suppose  I offered  you  money  enough  to  be  able 
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to  take  that  room  for  a whole  year  at  once  ?”  he 
said. 

Nanina  looked  at  him  in  speechless  amaze- 
ment. 

“ Suppose  I offered  you  that?”  continued  the 
steward.  “ And  suppose  I only  ask  you  in  return 
to  put  on  a fine  dress  and  serve  refreshments  in  a 
beautiful  room  to  the  company  at  the  Marquis 
Melani’s  grand  ball  ? What  should  you  say  to 
that  r 

Nanina  said  nothing.  She  drew  back  a step 
or  two,  and  looked  more  bewildered  than  be- 
fore. 

“You  must  have  heard  of  the  ball?”  said  the 
steward  pompously  ; the  poorest  people  in  Pisa 
have  heard  of  it.  It  is  the  talk  of  the  whole 
city.” 

Still  Nanina  made  no  answer.  To  have  replied 
truthfully,  she  must  have  confessed  that  “the  talk 
of  the  whole  city”  had  now  no  interest  for  her. 
The  last  news  from  Pisa  that  had  appealed  to  her 
sympathies  was  the  news  of  the  Countess  d’Ascoli’s 
death,  and  of  Fabio’s  departure  to  travel  in  foreign 
countries.  Since  then  she  had  heard  nothing  more 
of  him.  She  was  as  ignorant  of  his  return  to  his 
native  city  as  of  all  the  reports  connected  with 
the  Marquis’s  ball.  Something  in  her  own  heart — 
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some  feeling  which  she  had  neither  the  desire  nor 
the  capacity  to  analyze — had  brought  her  back  to 
Pisa,  and  to  the  old  home  which  now  connected 
itself  with  her  tenderest  recollections.  Believing 
that  Fabio  was  still  absent,  she  felt  that  no  ill 
motive  could  now  be  attributed  to  her  return  ; and 
she  had  not  been  able  to  resist  the  temptation  of 
revisiting  the  scene  that  had  been  associated  with 
the  first  great  happiness  as  well  as  with  the  first 
great  sorrow  of  her  life.  Among  all  the  poor 
people  of  Pisa,  she  was  perhaps  the  very  last  whose 
curiosity  could  be  awakened,  or  whose  attention 
could  be  attracted,  by  the  rumor  of  gayeties  at  the 
Melani  Palace. 

But  she  could  not  confess  all  this  ; she  could 
only  listen  wTith  great  humility  and  no  small  sur- 
prise, while  the  steward,  in  compassion  for  her 
ignorance,  and  with  the  hope  of  tempting  her  into 
accepting  his  offered  engagement,  described  the 
arrangements  of  the  approaching  festival,  and 
dwelt  fondly  on  the  magnificence  of  the  Arcadian 
bowers,  and  the  beauty  of  the  shepherdesses’ 
tunics.  As  soon  as  he  had  done,  Nanina  ventured 
on  the  confession  that  she  should  feel  rather  nerv- 
ous in  a grand  dress  that  did  not  belong  to  her, 
and  that  she  doubted  very  much  her  own  capability 
of  waiting  properly  on  the  great  people  at  the  ball. 
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The  steward,  however,  would  hear  of  no  objections, 
.and  called  peremptorily  for  Marta  Angrisani  to 
make  the  necessary  statement  as  to  Nanina’s  char- 
acter. While  this  formality  was  being  complied 
with  to  the  steward’s  perfect  satisfaction,  La  Bion- 
della  came  in,  unaccompanied  on  this  occasion  by 
the  usual  companion  of  all  her  walks,  the  learned 
poodle  Scaramuccia. 

“This  is  Nanina’s  sister,”  said  the  good-natured 
sick-nurse,  taking  the  first  opportunity  of  intro- 
ducing La  Biondella  to  the  great  Marquis’s  great 
man.  “ A very  good,  industrious  little  girl ; and 
very  clever  at  plaiting  dinner-mats,  in  case  his  Ex- 
cellency should  ever  want  any.  What  have  you 
done  with  the  dog,  my  dear?” 

“I  couldn’t  get  him  past  the  pork-butcher’s, 
three  streets  off,”  replied  La  Biondella.  “ He  would 
sit  down  and  look  at  the  sausages.  I am  more 

than  half  afraid  he  means  to  steal  some  of  them.” 

• 

“ A very  pretty-  child,”  said  the  steward,  patting 
La  Biondella  on  the  cheek.  “We  ought  to  have 
her  at  the  ball.  If  his  Excellency  should  ever  want 
a Cupid,  or  a youthful  nymph,  or  anything  small 
and  light  in  that  way,  I shall  come  back  and  let 
you  know.  In  the  mean  time,  Nanina,  consider 
yourself  Shepherdess  Number  Thirty,  and  come  to 
the  housekeeper’s  room  at  the  palace  to  try  on 
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your  dress  to-morrow.  Nonsense ! don’t  talk  to 
me  about  being  afraid  and  awkward.  All  you’re 
wanted  to  do  is  to  look  pretty  ; and  your  glass 
must  have  told  you  you  could  do  that  long  ago. 
Remember  the  rent  of  the  room,  my  dear,  and 
don’t  stand  in  your  light  and  your  sister’s.  Does 
the  little  girl  like  sweetmeats?  Of  course  she 
does  ! Well,  I promise  you  a whole  box  of  sugar- 
plums to  take  home  for  her,  if  you  will  come  and 
wait  at  the  ball.” 

“ Oh,  go  to  the  ball,  Nanina ! go  to  the  ball  !” 
cried  La  Biondella,  clapping  her  hands. 

“ Of  course  she  will  go  to  the  ball,”  said  the 
nurse.  “ She  would  be  mad  to  throw  away  such 
an  excellent  chance.” 

Nanina  looked  perplexed.  She  hesitated  a little, 
then  drew  Marta  Angrisani  away  into  a corner,  and 
whispered  this  question  to  her : 

“ Do  you  think  there  will  be  any  priests  at  the 
palace  where  the  Marquis  lives  ?” 

“Heavens,  child,  what  a thing  to  ask  !”  returned 
the  nurse.  “ Priests  at  a masked  ball  ! You  might 
as  well  expect  to  find  Turks  performing  high  mass 
in  the  cathedral.  But  supposing  you  did  meet  with 
priests  at  the  palace,  what  then  ?” 

“ Nothing,”  said  Nanina  constrainedly.  She 
turned  pale,  and  walked  away  as  she  spoke.  Her 


THE  YELLOW  MASK. 


9? 


great  dread  in  returning  to  Pisa  was  the  dread  of 
meeting  with  Father  Rocco  again.  She  had  never 
forgotten  her  first  discovery  at  Florence  of  his  dis- 
trust of  her.  The  bare  thought  of  seeing  him  any 
more,  after  her  faith  in  him  had  been  shaken  for 
ever,  made  her  feel  faint  and  sick  at  heart. 

“ To-morrow,  in  the  housekeeper’s  room,”  said 
the  steward,  putting  on  his  hat,  u you  will  find  your 
new  dress  all  ready  for  you.” 

Nanina  courtesied,  and  ventured  on  no  more  ob- 
jections. The  prospect  of  securing  a home  for  a 
whole  year  to  come  among  people  whom  she  knew 
reconciled  her  — influenced  as  she  was  also  by 
Marta  Angrisani's  advice,  and  by  her  sister’s 
anxiety  for  the  promised  present — to  brave  the  trial 
of  appearing  at  the  ball. 

“ What  a comfort  to  have  it  all  settled  at  last,” 
said  the  steward,  as  soon  as  he  was  out  again  in 
the  street.  “We  shall  see  what  the  Marquis  says 
now.  If  he  doesn’t  apologize  for  calling  me  a 
scoundrel  the  moment  he  sets  eyes  on  Number 
Thirty,  he  is  the  most  ungrateful  nobleman  that 
ever  existed.” 

Arriving  in  front  of  the  palace,  the  steward  found 
workmen  engaged  in  planning  the  external  decor- 
ations and  illuminations  for  the  night  of  the  ball. 
A little  crowd  had  already  assembled  to  see  the 
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ladders  raised  and  the  scaffoldings  put  up.  He 
observed  among  them,  standing  near  the  outskirts 
of  the  throng,  a lady  who  attracted  his  attention 
(he  was  an  ardent  admirer  of  the  fair  sex)  by  the 
beauty  and  symmetry  of  her  figure.  While  he  lin- 
gered for  a moment  to  look  at  her,  a shaggy 
poodle-dog  (licking  his  chops,  as  if  he  had  just  had 
something  to  eat)  trotted  by,  stopped  suddenly 
close  to  the  lady,  sniffed  suspiciously  for  an  instant, 
and  then  began  to  growl  at  her  without  the  slight- 
est apparent  provocation.  The  steward,  advancing 
politely  with  the  stick  to  drive  the  dog  away,  saw 
the  lady  start,  and  heard  her  exclaim  to  herself 
amazedly : 

“You  here,  you  beast!  Can  Nanina  have  come 
back  to  Pisa  ?” 

This  last  exclamation  gave  the  steward,  as  a 
gallant  man,  an  excuse  for  speaking  to  the  elegant 
stranger. 

“ Excuse  me,  madam,”  he  said,  “ but  I heard  you 
mention  the  name  of  Nanina.  May  I ask  whether 
you  mean  a pretty  little  work-girl  who  lives  near 
the  Campo  Santo  ?” 

“The  same,  said  the  lady,  looking  very  much 
surprised  and  interested  immediately. 

“It  may  be  a gratification  to  you  madam,  to 
know  that  she  has  just  returned  to  Pisa,”  continued 
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the  steward  politely  ; and,  moreover,  that  she  is  in 
a fair  way  to  rise  in  the  world.  I have  just  en- 
gaged her  to  wait  at  the  Marquis's  grand  ball,  and 
I need  hardly  say,  under  those  circumstances,  that 
if  she  plays  her  cards  properly  her  fortune  is 
made." 

The  lady  bowed,  looked  at  her  informant  very 
intently  and  thoughtfully  for  a moment,  then  sud- 
denly walked  away  without  uttering  a word. 

“A  curious  woman,”  thought  the  steward,  enter- 
ing the  palace.  “ I must  ask  Number  Thirty  about 
her  to-morrow.” 


CHAPTER  II. 

The  death  of  Maddalena  d’Ascoli  produced  a 
complete  change  in  the  lives  of  her  father  and  her 
uncle.  After  the  first  shock  of  the  bereavement 
was  over,  Luca  Lomi  declared  that  it  would  be  im- 
possible for  him  to  work  in  his  studio  again — for 
some  time  to  come  at  least — after  the  death  of  the 
beloved  daughter  with  whom  every  corner  of  it 
was  now  so  sadly  and  closely  associated.  He  ac- 
cordingly accepted  an  engagement  to  assist  in  re- 
storing several  newly  discovered  works  of  ancient 
sculpture  at  Naples,  and  set  forth  for  that  city, 
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leaving  the  care  of  his  workrooms  at  Pisa  entirely 
to  his  brother. 

On  the  master-sculptor’s  departure,  Father  Rocco 
caused  the  statues  and  busts  to  be  carefully  envel- 
oped in  linen  cloths,  locked  the  studio  doors,  and, 
to  the  astonishment  of  all  who  knew  of  his  former 
industry  and  dexterity  as  a sculptor,  never  ap- 
proached the  place  again.  His  clerical  duties  he 
performed  with  the  same  assiduity  as  ever  ; but  he 
went  out  less  than  had  been  his  custom  hitherto  to 
the  houses  of  his  friends.  His  most  regular  visits 
were  to  the  Ascoli  Palace,  to  inquire  at  the  porter’s 
lodge  after  the  health  of  Maddalena’s  child,  who 
was  always  reported  to  be  thriving  admirably 
under  the  care  of  the  best  nurses  that  could  be 
found  in  Pisa.  As  for  any  communications  with 
his  polite  little  friend  from  Florence,  they  had 
ceased  months  ago.  The  information — speedily 
conveyed  to  him — that  Nanina  was  in  the  service 
of  one  of  the  most  respectable  ladies  in  the  city 
seemed  to  relieve  any  anxieties  which  he  might 
otherwise  have  felt  on  her  account.  He  made  no 
attempt  to  justify  himself  to  her,  and  only  required 
that  his  over-courteous  little  visitor  of  former  days 
should  let  him  know  whenever  the  girl  might  hap- 
pen to  leave  her  new  situation. 

The  admirers  of  Father  Rocco,  seeing  the  alter- 
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ation  in  his  life,  and  the  increased  quietness  of  his 
manner,  said  that,  as  he  was  growing  older,  he  was 
getting  more  and  more  above  the  things  of  this 
world.  His  enemies  (for  even  Father  Rocco  had 
them)  did  not  scruple  to  assert  that  the  change  in 
him  was  decidedly  for  the  worse,  and  that  he  be- 
longed to  the  order  of  men  who  are  most  to  be  dis- 
trusted when  they  become  most  subdued.  The 
priest  himself  paid  no  attention  either  to  his  eulo- 
gists or  his  depreciators.  Nothing  disturbed  the 
regularity  and  discipline  of  his  daily  habits  ; and 
vigilant  Scandal,  though  she  sought  often  to  sur- 
prise him,  sought  always  in  vain. 

Such  was  Father  Rocco’s  life  from  the  period  of 
his  niece’s  death  to  Fabio’s  return  to  Pisa. 

As  a matter  of  course,  the  priest  was  one  of  the 
first  to  call  at  the  palace  and  welcome  the  young 
nobleman  back.  What  passed  between  them  at 
this  interview  never  was  precisely  known  ; but  it 
was  surmised  readily  enough  that  some  misunder- 
standing had  taken  place,  for  Father  Rocco  did  not 
repeat  his  visit.  He  made  no  complaints  of  Fabio, 
but  simply  stated  that  he  had  said  something,  in- 
tended for  the  young  man’s  good,  which  had  not 
been  received  in  a right  spirit ; and  that  he  thought 
it  desirable  to  avoid  the  painful  chance  of  any  fur- 
ther collision  by  not  presenting  himself  at  the 
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palace  again  for  some  little  time.  People  were 
rather  amazed  at  this.  They  would  have  been  still 
more  surprised  if  the  subject  of  the  masked  ball 
had  not  just  then  occupied  all  their  attention,  and 
prevented  their  noticing  it,  by  another  strange 
event  in  connection  with  the  priest.  Father  Rocco 
some  weeks  after  the  cessation  of  his  intercourse 
with  Fabio,  returned  one  morning  to  his  old  way 
of  life  as  a sculptor,  and  opened  the  long-closed 
doors  of  his  brother’s  studio. 

Luca  Lomi’s  former  workmen,  discovering  this, 
applied  to  him  immediately  for  employment,  but 
were  informed  that  their  services  would  not  be 
needed.  Visitors  called  at  the  studio,  but  were 
always  sent  away  again  by  the  disappointing  an- 
nouncement that  there  was  nothing  new  to  show 
them.  So  the  days  passed  on  until  Nanina  left  her 
situation  and  returned  to  Pisa.  This  circumstance 
was  duly  reported  to  Father  Rocco  by  his  corres- 
pondent at  Florence  ; but,  whether  he  was  too 
much  occupied  among  the  statues  or  whether  it 
was  one  result  of  his  cautious  resolution  never  to 
expose  himself  unnecessarily  to  so  much  as  the 
breath  of  detraction,  he  made  no  attempt  to  see 
Nanina,  or  even  to  justify  himself  toward  her  by 
writing  her  a letter.  All  his  mornings  continued 
to  be  spent  alone  in  the  studio,  and  all  his  after- 
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noons  to  be  occupied  by  his  clerical  duties,  until 
the  day  before  the  masked  ball  at  the  Melani 
Palace. 

Early  on  that  day  he  covered  over  the  statues 
and  locked  the  doors  of  the  work-rooms  once 
more ; then  returned  to  his  own  lodgings,  and  did 
not  go  out  again.  One  or  two  of  his  friends  who* 
wanted  to  see  him  were  informed  that  he  was  not 
well  enough  to  be  able  to  receive  them.  If  they 
had  penetrated  into  his  little  study,  and  had  seen 
him,  they  would  have  been  easily  satisfied  that  this 
was  no  mere  excuse.  They  would  have  noticed 
that  his  face  was  startlingly  pale,  and  that  the 
ordinary  composure  of  his  manner  was  singularly 
disturbed. 

Toward  evening  this  restlessness  increased,  and 
his  old  housekeeper,  on  pressing  him  to  take 
some  nourishment,  was  astonished  to  hear  him 
answer  her  sharply  and  irritably,  for  the  first 
time  since  she  had  been  in  his  service.  A little 
later  her  surprise  was  increased  by  his  sending  her 
with  a note  to  the  Ascoli  Palace,  and  by  the  quick 
return  of  an  answer,  brought  ceremoniously  by 
one  of  Fabio’s  servants.  “It  is  long  since  he  has 
had  any  communication  with  that  quarter.  Are 
they  going  to  be  friends  again  ?”  thought  the  house-' 
keeper  as  she  took  the  answer  up  stairs  to  her  master. 


104 


THE  YELLOW  MASK. 


“ I feel  better  to-night/'  he  said  as  he  read  it ; 
4i  well  enough  indeed  to  venture  out.  If  any  one 
inquires  for  me,  tell  them  that  I have  gone  to  the 
Ascoli  Palace."  Saying  this,  he  walked  to  the 
door  ; then  returned,  and  trying  the  lock  of  his 
cabinet,  satisfied  himself  that  it  was  properly 
secured  ; then  went  out. 

He  found  Fabio  in  one  of  the  large  drawing- 
rooms of  the  palace,  walking  irritably  backward 
and  forward,  with  several  little  notes  crumpled 
together  in  his  hand,  and  a plain  black  domino 
dress  for  the  masquerade  of  the  ensuing  night 
spread  out  on  one  of  the  tables. 

“ I was  just  going  to  write  to  you,"  said  the 
young  man  abruptly,  “ when  I received  your 
letter.  You  offer  me  a renewal  of  our  friendship, 
and  I accept  the  offer.  I have  no  doubt  these 
references  of  yours,  when  we  last  met,  to  the 
subject  of  second  marriages  were  well  meant,  but 
they  irritated  me  ; and  speaking  under  that  irrita- 
tion, I said  words  that  I had  better  not  have 
spoken,  If  I pained  you,  I am  sorry  for  it. 
Wait  ! pardon  me  for  one  moment.  I have  not 
quite  done  yet.  It  seems  that  you  are  by  no 
means  the  only  person  in  Pisa  to  whom  the  ques- 
tion of  my  possibly  marrving  again  appears  to 
liave  presented  itself.  Ever  since  it  was  known 
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that  I intended  to  renew  my  intercourse  with 
society  at  the  ball  to-morrow  night,  I have  been 
persecuted  by  anonymous  letters — infamous  letters 
written  from  some  motive  which  it  is  impossible 
for  me  to  understand.  I want  your  advice  on 
the  best  means  of  discovering  the  writers  ; and 
I have  also  a very  important  question  to  ask  you. 
But  read  one  of  the  letters  first  yourself  ; any  one 
will  do  as  a sample  of  the  rest.” 

Fixing  his  eyes  searchingly  on  the  priest,  he 
handed  him  one  of  the  notes.  Still  a little  paler 
than  usual,  Father  Rocco  sat  down  by  the  nearest 
lamp,  and,  shading  his  eyes,  read  these  lines  : 
“Count  Fabio  : It  is  the  common  talk  of  Pisa 
that  you  are  likely,  as  a young  man  left  with  a 
motherless  child,  to  marry  again.  Your  having  ac- 
cepted an  invitation  to  the  Melani  Palace  gives  a 
color  of  truth  to  this  report.  Widowers  who  are 
true  to  the  departed  do  not  go  among  all  the  hand- 
somest single  women  in  a city  at  a masked  ball. 
Reconsider  your  determination,  and  remain  at 
home.  I know  you,  and  I knew  your  wife  ; and  I 
say  to  you  solemnly,  avoid  temptation,  for  you 
must  never  marry  again.  Neglect  my  advice,  and 
you  will  repent  it  to  the  end  of  your  life.  I have 
reasons  for  what  I say  — serious,  fatal  reasons, 
which  I can  not  divulge.  If  you  would  let  your 
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wife  lie  easy  in  her  grave,  if  you  would  avoid  a 
terrible  warning,  go  not  to  the  masked  ball !” 

“ I ask  you,  and  I ask  any  man,  if  that  is  not 
infamous  ?”  exclaimed  Fabio  passionately,  as  the 
priest  handed  him  back  the  letter.  “ An  attempt 
to  work  on  my  fears  through  the  memory  of  my 
poor  dead  wife  ! An  insolent  assumption  that  I 
want  to  marry  again,  when  I myself  have  not  even 
so  much  as  thought  of  the  subject  at  all  ! What 
is  the  secret  object  of  this  letter,  and  of  the  rest 
here  that  resemble  it?  Whose  interest  is  it  to 
keep  me  away  from  the  ball  ? What  is  the  mean- 
ing of  such  a phrase  as  * If  you  would  let  your 
wife  lie  easy  in  her  grave  ’?  Have  you  no  advice 
to  give  me — no  plan  to  propose  for  discovering 
the  vile  hand  that  traced  these  lines  ? Speak 
to  me ! Why,  in  heaven’s  name,  don’t  you 
speak  ?” 

The  priest  leaned  his  head  on  his  hand,  and, 
turning  his  face  from  the  light  as  if  it  dazzled 
his  eyes,  replied  in  his  lowest  and  quietest 
tones  : 

“ I can  not  speak  till  I have  had  time  to  think. 
The  mystery  of  that  letter  is  not  to  be  solved  in  a 
moment.  There  are  things  in  it  that  are  enough 
to  perplex  and  amaze  any  mast  ¥' 

“ What  things  ?” 
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“ It  is  impossible  for  me  to  go  into  details — at 
least  at  the  present  moment.” 

“You  speak  with  a strange  air  of  secrecy* 
Have  you  nothing  definite  to  say — no  advice  to 
give  me  ?” 

“ I should  advise  you  not  to  go  to  the  ball/' 

“ You  would!  Why?” 

“ If  I gave  you  my  reasons,  I am  afraid  I should 
only  be  irritating  you  to  no  purpose.” 

“ Father  Rocco,  neither  your  words  nor  your 
manner  satisfies  me.  You  spe\k  in  riddles  ; and 
you  sit  there  in  the  dark  with  your  face  hidden 
from  me — ” 

The  priest  instantly  started  up  and  turned  his 
face  to  the  light. 

“ I recommend  you  to  control  your  temper,  and 
to  treat  me  with  common  courtesy,”  he  said,  in  his 
quietest,  firmest  tones,  looking  at  Fabio  steadily 
while  he  spoke. 

“We  will  not  prolong  this  interview,”  said  the 
young  man,  calming  himself  by  an  evident  effort. 
u I have  one  question  to  ask  you,  and  then  no  more 
to  say.” 

The  priest  bowed  his  head,  in  token  that  he  was 
ready  to  listen.  He  still  stood  up,  calm,  pale,  and 
firm,  in  the  full  light  of  the  lamp. 

“ It  is  just  possible,”  continued  Fabio,  “that 
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these  letters  may  refer  to  some  incautious  words 
which  my  late  wife  might  have  spoken.  I ask 
you  as  her  spiritual  director,  and  as  a near  relation 
who  enjoyed  her  confidence,  if  you  ever  heard 
her  express  a wish,  in  the  event  of  my  surviving 
her,  that  I should  abstain  from  marrying  again  ?” 
“ Did  she  never  express  such  a wish  to  you  ?” 

“ Never.  But  why  do  you  evade  my  question 
i>y  asking  me  another  ? ” 

“ It  is  impossible  for  me  to  reply  to  your  ques- 
tion.M 

“ For  what  reason  ? ” 

“ Because  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  give 
answers  which  must  refer,  whether  they  are 
affirmative  or  negative,  to  what  I have  heard  in 
confession.” 

“We  have  spoken  enough/'  said  Fabio,  turn- 
ing angrily  from  the  priest.  “ I expected  you  to 
help  me  in  clearing  up  these  mysteries,  and  you 
do  your  best  to  thicken  them.  What  your  motives 
are,  what  your  conduct  means,  it  is  impossible, 
for  me  to  know  ; but  I say  to  you  what  I would 
:say  in  far  other  terms,  if  they  were  here,  to 
the  villains  who  have  written  these  letters : no 
menaces,  no  mysteries,  no  conspiracies,  will  pre- 
sent me  from  being  at  the  ball  to-morrow.  I can 
listen  to  persuation,  but  I scorn  threats.  There 
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lies  my  dress  for  the  masquerade  ; no  power  on 
earth  shall  prevent  me  from  wearing  it  to-morrow 
night ! ” He  oointed,  as  he  spoke,  to  the  black 
domino  and  half-mask  lying  on  the  table. 

“No  power  on  earth!  repeated  Father  Rocco, 
with  a smile,  and  an  emphasis  on  the  last  word* 
“Superstitious  still,  Count  Fabio ! Do  you  sus- 
pect the  powers  of  the  other  world  of  interfering 
with  mortals  at  masquerades  ?” 

Fabio  started,  and,  turning  from  the  table* 
fixed  his  eyes  intently  on  the  priest’s  face. 

“You  suggested  just  now  that  we  had  better 
not  prolong  this  interview,”  said  Father  Rocco, 
still  smiling.  “ I think  you  were  right ; if  we 
part  at  once,  we  may  still  part  friends.  You 
have  had  my  advice  not  to  go  to  the  ball,  and 
you  decline  following  it.  I have  nothing  more  to 
say.  Good  night.” 

Before  Fabio  could  utter  the  angry  rejoinder 
that  rose  to  his  lips,  the  door  of  the  room  had 
opened  and  closed  again  and  the  priest  was  gone. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

The  next  night,  at  the  time  of  assembling  sped- 
fied  in  the  invitations  to  the  masked  ball,  Fabio 
was  still  lingering  in  his  palace,  and  still  allowing 
the  black  domino  to  lie  untouched  and  unheeded 
on  his  dressing  table.  This  delay  was  not  pro- 
duced by  any  change  in  his  resolution . to  go  to  the 
Melani  Palace.  His  determination  to  be  present 
at  the  ball  remained  unshaken  ; and  yet,  at  the 
last  moment,  he  lingered  and  lingered  on,  without 
knowing  why.  Some  strange  influence  seemed  to 
be  keeping  him  within  the  walls  of  his  lonely 
home.  It  was  as  if  the  great,  empty,  silent  palace 
had  almost  recovered  on  that  night  the  charm 
which  it  had  lost  when  its  mistress  died. 

He  left  his  own  apartment  and  went  to  the 
bedroom  where  his  infant  child  lay  asleep  in  her 
little  crib.  He  sat  watching  her,  and  thinking 
quietly  and  tenderly  of  many  past  events  in  his 
life  for  a long  time,  then  returned  to  his  room. 
A sudden  sense  of  loneliness  came  upon  him  after 
his  visit  to  the  child’s  bedside  ; but  he  did  not 
attempt  to  raise  his  spirits  even  then  by  going  to 
the  ball.  He  descended  to  his  study,  lit  his  read- 
ing-lamp, and  then,  opening  a bureau,  took  from 
one  of  the  drawers  in  it  the  letter  which  Nanina 


THE  YELLOW  MASK. 


Ill 


had  written  to  him.  This  was  noc  the  first  time 
that  a sudden  sense  of  his  solitude  had  connected 
itself  inexplicably  with  the  remembrance  of  the 
work-girl’s  letter. 

He  read  it  through  slowly,  and  when  he  had 
done  kept  it  open  in  his  hand.  “ I have  youth, 
titles,  wealth,”  he  thought  to  himself  sadly — 
“ everything  that  is  sought  after  in  this  world. 
And  yet  if  I try  to  think  of  any  human  being  who 
really  and  truly  loves  me,  I can  remember  but  one 
— the  poor,  faithful  girl  who  wrote  these  lines  ! ” 

Old  recollections  of  the  first  day  when  he  met 
with  Nanina,  of  the  first  sitting  she  had  given  him 
in  Luca  Lomi’s  studio,  of  the  first  visit  to  the  neat 
little  room  in  the  by-street,  began  to  rise  more  and 
more  vividly  in  his  mind.  Entirely  absorbed  by 
them,  he  sat  absently  drawing  with  pen  and  ink, 
on  some  sheets  of  letter-paper  lying  under  his 
hand,  lines  and  circles,  and  fragments  of  decora- 
tions, and  vague  remembrances  of  old  ideas  for 
statues,  until  the  sudden  sinking  of  the  flame  of 
his  lamp  awoke  his  attention  abruptly  to  present 
things. 

He  looked  at  his  watch.  It  was  close  on  mid- 
night. 

This  discovery  at  last  aroused  him  to  the 
necessity  of  immediate  departure.  In  a few  min- 
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utes  he  had  put  on  his  domino  and  mask,  and  war 
on  his  way  to  the  ball. 

Before  he  reached  the  Melani  Palace  the  first 
part  of  the  entertainment  had  come  to  an  end. 
The  “Toy  Symphony 99  had  been  played,  the 
grotesque  dance  performed,  amid  universal  laugh- 
ter ; and  now  the  guests  were,  for  the  most  part, 
fortifying  themselves  in  the  Arcadian  bowers  for 
new  dances,  in  which  all  persons  present  were 
expected  to  take  part.  The  Marquis  Melani  had, 
with  characteristic  oddity,  divided  his  two  classical 
refreshment-rooms  into  what  he  termed  the  Light 
and  Heavy  Departments.  Fruit,  pastry,  sweet- 
meats, salads  and  harmless  drinks  were  included 
under  the  first  head,  and  all  the  stimulating  liquors 
and  solid  eatables  under  the  last.  The  thirty  shep- 
herdesses had  been,  according  to  the  Marquis's 
order,  equally  divided  at  the  outset  of  the  even- 
ing between  the  two  rooms.  But  as  the  company 
began  to  crowd  more  and  more  resolutely  in  the 
direction  of  the  Heavy  Department,  ten  of  the 
shepherdesses  attached  to  the  Light  Department 
were  told  off  to  assist  in  attending  on  the  hungry 
and  thirsty  majority  of  guests  who  were  not  to  be 
appeased  by  pastry  and  lemonade.  Among  the 
five  girls  who  were  left  behind  in  the  room  for 
the  light  refreshments  was  Nanina.  The  steward 
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soon  discovered  that  the  novelty  of  her  situation 
made  her  really  nervous,  and  he  wisely  concluded 
that  if  he  trusted  her  where  the  crowd  was  greatest 
and  the  noise  loudest,  she  would  not  only  be 
utterly  useless,  but  also  very  much  in  the  way  of 
her  more  confident  and  experienced  companions. 

When  Fabio  arrived  at  the  palace,  the  jovial 
uproar  in  the  Heavy  Department  was  at  its  height, 
and  several  gentlemen,  fired  by  the  classical 
costumes  of  the  shepherdesses,  were  beginning  to 
speak  Latin  to  them  with  a thick  utterance,  and 
a valorous  contempt  for  all  restrictions  of  gender 
number,  and  case.  As  soon  as  he  could  escape 
from  the  congratulations  on  his  return  to  his 
friends,  which  poured  on  him  from  all  sides,  Fabio 
withdrew  to  seek  some  quieter  room.  The 
heat,  noise,  and  confusion  had  so  bewildered  him, 
after  the  tranquil  life  he  had  been  leading  for 
many  months  past,  that  it  was  quite  a relief  to 
stroll  through  the  half  deserted  dancing-rooms,  to 
the  opposite  extremity  of  the  great  suite  of  apart- 
ments, and  there  to  find  himself  in  a second 
Arcadian  bower,  which  seemed  peaceful  enough  to 
deserve  its  name. 

A few  guests  were  in  this  room  when  he  first 
entered  it,  but  the  distant  sound  of  some  first 
notes  of  dance-music  drew  them  all  away.  After 
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a careiess  look  at  the  quaint  decorations  about 
him,  he  sat  down  alone  on;  a divan  near  the  door, 
and,  beginning  already  to  feel  the  heat  and  discom- 
fort of  his  mask,  took  it  off.  He  had  not  removed 
it  more  than  a moment  before  he  heard  a faint  cry 
in  the  direction  of  a long  refreshment  table,  behind 
which  the  five  waiting-girls  were  standing.  He 
started  up  directly,  and  could  hardly  believe  his 
senses  when  he  found  himself  standing  face  to  face 
with  Nanina. 

Her  cheeks  ha  turned  perfectly  colorless.  Her 
astonishment  at  seeing  the  young  nobleman  ap- 
peared to  have  some  sensation  of  terror  mixed  with 
it.  The  waiting-woman  who  happened  to  stand  by 
her  side  instinctively  stretched  out  an  arm  to  sup- 
port her,  observing  that  she  caught  at  the  edge  of 
the  table  as  Fabio  hurried  round  to  get  behind  it 
and  speak  to  her.  When  he  drew  near  her,  her 
head  dropped  on  her  breast,  and  she  said  faintly, 
“ I never  knew  you  were  at  Pisa  ; I never  thought 
you  would  be  here.  Oh,  I am  true  to  what 
I said  in  my  letter,  although  I seem  so  false  to  it ! ” 

“ I want  to  speak  to  you  about  the  letter — to 
tell  you  how  carefully  I have  kept  it,  how  often  I 
have  read  it,”  said  Fabio. 

She  turned  away  her  hea  , and  tried  hard  to  re- 
press the  tears  that  would  force  their  way  into  her 
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eyes.  “We  should  never  have  met,”  she  said  — 
“ never,  never  have  met  again  !” 

Before  Fabio  could  reply,  the  waiting-woman  by 
Nanina’s  side  interposed. 

“For  Heaven’s  sake,  stop  speaking  to  her 
kere !”  she  exclaimed  impatiently.  “ If  the 
steward  or  one  of  the  upper  servants  was  to  come 
in,  you  would  get  her  into  dreadful  trouble.  Wait 
till  to-morrow,  and  find  some  fitter  place  than  this.” 
Fabio  felt  the  justice  of  the  reproof  immedi- 
ately. He  tore  a leaf  out  of  his  pocket-book,  and 
wrote  on  it,  “ I must  tell  you  how  I honor  and 
thank  you  for  that  letter.  To-morrow — ten  o’clock 
— the  wicket-gate  at  the  back  of  the  Ascoli  gar- 
dens. Believe  in  my  truth  and  honor,  Nanina,  for 
I believe  implicitly  in  yours.”  Having  written 
these  lines,  he  took  from  among  his  bunch  of  watch 
seals  a little  key,  wrapped  it  up  in  the  note,  and 
pressed  it  into  her  hand.  In  spite  of  himself  his 
fingers  lingered  round  hers,  and  he  was  on  the 
point  of  speaking  to  her  again  when  he  saw  the 
waiting- woman’s  hand,  which  was  just  raised  to 
motion  him  away,  suddenly  drop.  Her  color 
changed  at  the  same  moment,  and  she  looked  fix- 
edly across  the  table. 

He  turned  round  immediately,  and  saw  a masked 
woman  standing  alone  in  the  room,  dressed  en* 
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tirely  in  yellow  from  head  to  foot.  She  had  a 
yellow  hood,  a yellow  half-mask  with  fringe  hang- 
ing down  over  her  mouth,  and  a yellow  domino, 
cut  at  the  sleeves  and  edges  into  long  flame-shaped 
points,  which  waved  backward  and  forward  tremu- 
lously in  the  light  air  wafted  through  the  doorway. 
The  woman’s  black  eyes  seemed  to  gleam  with  an 
evil  brightness  through  the  side-holes  of  the  mask, 
and  the  tawny  fringe  hanging  before  her  mouth 
fluttered  slowly  with  every  breath  she  drew.  With- 
out a word  or  a gesture  she  stood  before  the  table, 
and  her  gleaming  black  eyes  fixed  steadily  on 
Fabio  the  instant  he  confronted  her.  A sudde.n 
chill  struck  through  him,  as  he  observed  that  the 
yellow  of  the  stranger’s  domino  and  mask  was  of 
precisely  the  same  shade  as  the  yellow  of  the  hang- 
ings and  furniture  which  his  wife  had  chosen  after 
their  marriage  for  the  decoration  of  her  favorite 
sitting-room. 

“The  Yellow  Mask  !”  whispered  the  waiting-girls 
nervously,  crowding  together  behind  the  table. 
“ The  Yellow  Mask  again  !” 

“ Make  her  speak  !” 

“ Ask  her  to  have  something  !” 

“ This  gentleman  will  ask  her.  Speak  to  her,  sir. 
Do  speak  to  her  ! She  glides  about  in  that  fearful 
yellow  dress  like  a ghost.” 
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Fabio  looked  around  mechanically  at  the  girl 
who  was  whispering  to  him.  He  saw  at  the  same 
time  that  Nanina  still  kept  her  head  turned  away, 
and  that  she  had  her  handkerchief  at  her  eyes. 
She  was  evidently  struggling  yet  with  the  agitation 
produced  by  their  unexpected  meeting,  and  was, 
most  probably  for  that  reason,  the  only  person  in 
the  room  not  conscious  of  the  presence  of  the  Yel- 
low Mask. 

“ Speak  to  her,  sir.  Do  speak  to  her  1*  whispered 
two  of  the  waiting-girls  together. 

Fabio  turned  again  toward  the  table.  The  black 
eyes  were  still  gleaming  at  him  from  behind  the 
tawny  yellow  of  the  mask.  He  nodded  to  the  girls 
who  had  just  spoken,  cast  one  farewell  look  at 
Nanina,  and  moved  down  the  room  to  get  round 
to  the  side  of  the  table  at  which  the  Yellow  Mask 
was  standing.  Step  by  step  as  he  moved  the 
bright  eyes  followed  him.  Steadily  and  more 
steadily  their  evil  light  seemed  to  shine  through 
and  through  him,  as  he  turned  the  corner  of  the 
table,  and  approached  the  still,  spectral  figure. 

He  came  close  up  to  the  woman,  but  she  never 
moved  ; her  eyes  never  wavered  for  an  instant.  He 
stopped  and  tried  to  speak  ; but  the  chill  struck 
through  him  again.  An  overpowering  dread,  an 
unutterable  loathing  seized  on  him  ; all  sense  of 
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outer  things — the  whispering  of  the  waiting-girls 
behind  the  table,  the  gentle  cadence  of  the  dance- 
music,  the  distant  hum  of  joyous  talk — suddenly 
left  him.  He  turned  away  shuddering,  and  quitted 
the  room. 

Following  the  sound  of  the  music,  and  desiring 
before  all  things  now  to  join  the  crowd  wherever  it 
was  largest,  he  was  stopped  in  one  of  the  smaller 
apartments  by  a gentleman  who  had  just  risen  from 
the  card  table,  and  who  held  out  his  hand  with  the 
cordiality  of  an  old  friend. 

“ Welcome  back  to  the  world,  Count  Fabio  !” 
he  began  gayly,  then  suddenly  checked  himself. 
“ Why  you  look  pale,  and  your  hand  feels  cold. 
Not  ill,  I hope  ?” 

“No,  no.  I have  been  rather  startled — I can’t 
say  why — by  a very  strangely  dressed  woman,  who 
fairly  stared  me  out  of  countenance.” 

“ You  don’t  mean  the  Yellow  Mask  T9 
“Yes,  I do.  Have  you  seen  her?” 

“ Everybody  has  seen  her  ; but  nobody  can  make 
her  unmask,  or  get  her  to  speak.  Our  host  has  not 
the  slightest  notion  who  she  is  ; and  our  hostess  is 
horribly  frightened  at  her.  For  my  part,  I think 
she  has  given  us  quite  enough  of  her  mystery  and 
her  grim  dress  ; and  if  my  name,  instead  of  being 
nothing  but  plain  Andrea  d’Arbino,  was  Marquis 
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Melani,  I would  say  to  her,  ‘ Madam,  we  are  here 
to  laugh  and  amuse  ourselves  ; suppose  you  open 
your  lips,  and  charm  us  by  appearing  in  a prettier 

dress !’  ” 

During  this  conversation  they  had  sat  down  to- 
gether, with  their  backs  toward  the  door,  by  the 
side  of  one  of  the  card-tables.  While  D’Arbmo 
was  speaking,  Fabio  suddenly  felt  himself  shudder- 
ing again,  and  became  conscious  of  a sound  of  low 
breathing  behind  him. 

He  turned  round  instantly,  and  there,  standing 
between  them,  and  peering  down  at  them,  was  the 
Yellow  Mask! 

Fabio  started  up,  and  his  friend  followed  his  ex- 
ample. Again  the  gleaming  black  eyes  rested 
steadily  on  the  young  nobleman  s face,  and  again 
their  look  chilled  him  to  the  heart. 

“ Yellow  Lady,  do  you  know  my  friend  V'  ex- 
claimed D'Arbino,  with  mock  solemnity. 

There  was  no  answer.  The  fatal  eyes  never 
moved  from  Fabio’s  face. 

“ Yellow  Lady,”  continued  the  other,  * listen  to 
the  music.  Will  you  dance  with  me  ?” 

The  eyes  looked  away,  and  the  figure  glided 
slowly  from  the  room. 

« My  dear  Count,”  said  D' Arbino,  “ that  woman 
seems  to  have  quite  an  effect  on  you.  I declare  she 
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has  left  you  paler  than  ever.  Come  into  the  sup, 
per-room  with  me,  and  have  some  wine  ; you  really 
look  as  if  you  wanted  it." 

They  went  at  once  to  the  large  refreshment- 
room.  Nearly  all  the  guests  had  by  this  time  be- 
gun to  dance  again.  They  had  the  whole  apart- 
ment, therefore,  almost  entirely  to  themselves. 

Among  the  decorations  of  the  room,  which  were 
not  strictly  in  accordance  with  genuine  Arcadian 
simplicity,  was  a large  looking-glass,  placed  over  a 
well-furnished  sideboard.  D’Arbino  led  Fabio  in 
this  direction,  exchanging  greetings  as  he  advanced 
with  a gentleman  who  stood  near  the  glass  looking 
into  it,  and  carelessly  fanning  himself  with  his 
mask. 

u My  dear  friend!"  cried  D’Arbino,  u you  are 
the  very  man  to  lead  us  straight  to  the  best  bottle 
of  wine  in  the  palace.  Count  Fabio,  let  me  pre- 
sent  to  you  my  intimate  and  good  friend,  the 
Cavaliere  Finello,  with  whose  family  I know  you 
are  well  acquainted.  Finello,  the  Count  is  a little 
out  of  spirits,  and  I have  prescribed  a good  dose 
of  wine.  I see  a whole  row  of  bottles  at  your  side, 
and  I leave  it  to  you  to  apply  the  remedy.  Glasses 
there ! three  glasses,  my  lovely  shepherdess  with 
the  black  eyes — the  three  largest  you  have  got." 

The  glasses  were  brought ; the  Cavaliere  Finello 
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chose  a particular  bottle,  and  filled  them.  All  three 
gentlemen  turned  round  to  the  sideboard  to  use  it 
as  a table,  and  thus  necessarily  faced  the  looking- 
glass. 

“ Now  let  us  drink  the  toast  of  toasts/'  said 
D’Arbino.  “Finello,  Count  Fabio — the  ladies  of 
Pisa  " 

Fabio  raised  the  wine  to  his  lips,  and  was  on 
the  point  of  drinking  it,  when  he  saw  reflected  in 
the  glass  the  figure  of  the  Yellow  Mask.  The 
glittering  eyes  were  again  fixed  on  him,  and  the 
yellow-hooded  head  bowed  slowly,  as  if  in 
acknowledgment  of  the  toast  he  was  about  to 
drink.  For  the  third  time  the  strange  chill  seized 
him,  and  he  set  down  his  glass  of  wine  untasted. 

“ What  is  the  matter  ?”  asked  D'Arbino. 

“ Have  you  any  dislike,  Count,  to  that  particular 
wine  ?”  inquired  the  Cavaliere. 

“The  Yellow  Mask!"  whispered  Fabio.  “The 
Yellow  Mask  again  ! '* 

They  all  three  turned  round  directly  toward 
the  door.  But  it  was  too  late — the  figure  had 
disappeared. 

“Does  any  one  know  who  this  Yellow  Mask 
V asked  Finello.  “One  may  guess  by  the 
walk  that  the  figure  is  a woman's.  Perhaps  it 
may  be  the  strange  color  she  has  chosen  for  her 
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dress,  or  perhaps  her  stealthy  way  of  moving 
from  room  to  room  ; but  there  is  certainly  some- 
thing mysterious  and  startling  about  her.” 

u Startling  enough,  as  the  Count  would  tell 
you,”  said  D’Arbino.  “ The  Yellow  Mask  has  been 
responsible  for  his  loss  of  spirits  and  change  of 
complexion,  and  now  she  has  prevented  him  even 
from  drinking  his  wine.” 

“I  can’t  account  for  it,”  said  Fabio,  looking 
round  him  uneasily ; “ but  this  is  the  third  room 
into  which  she  has  followed  me — the  third  time 
she  has  seemed  to  fix  her  eyes  on  me  alone.  I 
supoose  my  nerves  are  hardly  in  a fit  state  yet 
for  masked  balls  and  adventures  ; the  sight  of 
her  seems  to  chill  me.  Who  can  she  be  ?” 

“ If  she  followed  me  a fourth  time,”  said  Finello, 
u I should  insist  on  her  unmasking.’' 

“ And  suppose  she  refused  ? ” asked  his  friend. 
“Then  I should  take  her  mask  off  for  her.” 

“ It  is  impossible  to  do  that  with  a woman,” 
!said  Fabio.  “I  prefer  trying  to  lose  her  in  the 
crowd.  Excuse  me,  gentlemen,  if  I leave  you  to 
finish  the  wine,  and  then  to  meet  me,  if  you  like, 
in  the  great  ball-room.” 

He  retired  as  he  spoke,  put  on  his  mask,  and 
joined  the  dancers  immediately,  taking  care  to 
keep  always  in  the  most  crowded  corner  of  the 
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apartment.  For  some  time  this  plan  of  action 
proved  successful,  and  he  saw  no  more  of  the 
mysterious  yellow  domino.  Ere  long,  however, 
some  new  dances  were  arranged,  in  which  the 
great  majority  of  the  persons  in  the  ball-room 
took  part ; the  figures  resembling  the  old  English 
country-dances  in  this  respect,  that  the  ladies  and 
gentlemen  were  placed  in  long  rows  opposite  to 
each  other.  The  sets  consisted  of  about  twenty 
couples  each,  placed  sometimes  across,  and  some- 
times along  the  apartment ; and  the  spectators 
were  ail  required  to  move  away  on  either  side, 
and  range  themselves  close  to  the  walls.  As 
Fabio  among  others  complied  with  this  necessity, 
he  looked  down  a row  of  dancers  waiting  during 
the  performance  of  the  orchestral  prelude ; and 
there,  watching  him  again  from  the  opposite  end 
of  the  lane  formed  by  the  gentlemen  on  one  side 
and  the  ladies  on  the  other,  he  saw  the  Yellow 
Mask. 

He  moved  abruptly  back  toward  another  row 
of  dancers,  placed  at  right  angles  to  the  first  row ; 
and  there  again,  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  gay 
lane  of  brightly-dressed  figures,  was  the  Yellow 
Mask.  He  slipped  into  the  middle  of  the  room, 
but  it  was  only  to  find  her  occupying  his  former 
position  near  the  wall,  and  still,  in  spite  of  his 
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disguise,  watching  him  through  row  after  row  of 
dancers.  The  persecution  began  to  grow  intoler- 
able ; he  felt  a kind  of  angry  curiosity  mingling 
now  with  the  vague  dread  that  had  hitherto 
oppressed  him.  Finello’s  advice  recurred  to  his 
memory  ; and  he  determined  to  make  the  woman 
unmask  at  all  hazards.  With  this  intention  he 
returned  to  the  supper-room  in  which  le  had  left 
his  friends. 

They  were  gone,  probably  to  the  ball-room  to 
look  for  him.  Plenty  of  wine  was  still  left  on 
the  sideboard,  and  he  poured  himself  out  a glass. 
Finding  that  his  hand  trembled  as  he  did  so,  he 
drank  several  more  glasses  in  quick  succession,  to 
nerve  himself  for  the  approaching  encounter  with 
the  Yellow  Mask.  While  he  was  drinking  he 
expected  every  moment  to  see  her  in  the  looking- 
glass  again  ; but  she  never  appeared — and  yet  he 
felt  almost  certain  that  he  had  detected  her  glid- 
ing out  after  him  when  he  left  the  ball-room. 

He  thought  it  possible  that  she  might  be  wait- 
ing for  him  in  one  of  the  smaller  apartments,  andf 
taking  off  his  mask,  walked  through  several  of 
them  without  meeting  her,  until  he  came  to  the 
door  of  the  refreshment-room  in  which  Nanina 
and  he  had  recognized  each  other.  The  waiting- 
woman  behind  the  table,  who  had  first  spoken  to 
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him,  caught  sight  of  him  now,  and  ran  round  to 
the  door. 

“ Don’t  come  in  and  speak  to  Nanina  again,’* 
she  said,  mistaking  the  purpose  which  had  brought 
him  to  the  door.  “ What  with  frightening  her 
first,  and  making  her  cry  afterward,  you  have 
rendered  her  quite  unfit  for  her  work.  The  stew- 
ard  is  in  there  at  this  moment,  very  good-natured 
but  not  very  sober.  He  says  she  is  pale  and  red- 
eyed, and  not  fit  to  be  a shepherdess  any  longer* 
and  that,  as  she  will  not  be  missed  now,  she  may 
go  home  if  she  likes.  We  have  got  her  an  old 
cloak,  and  she  is  going  to  try  and  slip  through  the 
rooms  unobserved,  to  get  down  stairs  and  change 
her  dress.  Don’t  speak  to  her,  pray,  or  you  wilt 
only  make  her  cry  again  ; and  what  is  worse* 
make  the  steward  fancy — ” 

She  stopped  at  that  last  word,  and  pointed 
suddenly  over  Fabio’s  shoulder. 

“The  Yellow  Mask  I”  she  exclaimed.  “Oh, 
sir,  draw  her  away  into  the  ball-room,  and  give 
Nanina  a chance  of  getting  out ! ” 

Fabio  turned  directly,  and  approached  the 
Mask,  who,  as  they  looked  at  each  other,  slowly 
retreated  before  him.  The  waiting- woman  see- 
ing the  yellow  figure  retire,  hastened  back  ta 
Nanina  in  the  refreshment-room. 
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Slowly  the  masked  woman  retreated  from  one 
apartment  to  another  till  she  entered  a corridor 
brilliantly  lit  up  and  beautifully  ornamented  with 
flowers.  On  the  right  hand  this  corridor  led  to 
the  ball-room  ; on  the  left  to  an  antechamber  at 
the  head  of  the  palace  staircase.  The  Yellow 
Mask  went  on  a few  paces  toward  the  left,  then 
Stopped.  The  bright  eyes  fixed  themselves  as 
before  on  Fabio’s  face,  but  only  for  a moment.  He 
heard  a light  step  behind  him,  and  then  he  saw 
the  eyes  move.  Following  the  direction  they 
took,  he  turned  round,  and  discovered  Nanina, 
wrapped  up  in  the  old  cloak  which  was  to  enable 
her  to  get  down  stairs  unobserved. 

“Oh,  how  can  I get  out  ? how  can  I get  out?” 
cried  the  girl,  shrinking  back  affrightedly  as  she 
Saw  the  Yellow  Mask. 

“That  way,”  said  Fabio,  pointing  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  ball-room.  “ Nobody  will  notice  you 
in  the  cloak  ; it  will  only  be  thought  some  sew 
disguise.”  He  took  her  arm  as  he  spoke,  to 
reassure  her,  and  continued  in  a whisper,  “ Don't 
forget  to-morrow.” 

At  the  same  moment  he  felt  a hand  laid  on 
him.  It  was  the  hand  of  the  masked  woman,  and 
it  put  him  back  from  Nanina. 

In  spite  of  himself,  he  trembled  at  her  touch. 
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but  still  retained  presence  of  mind  enough  to  sign 
to  the  girl  to  make  her  escape.  With  a look  of 
eager  inquiry  in  the  direction  of  the  Mask,  and  a 
half  suppressed  exclamation  of  terror,  she  obeyed 
him,  and  hastened  away  toward  the  ball-room. 

“We  are  alone,”  said  Fabio,  confronting  the 
gleaming  black  eyes,  and  reaching  out  his  hand 
resolutely  toward  the  Yellow  Mask.  “Tell  me 
who  you  are,  and  why  you  follow  me,  or  I will 
uncover  your  face,  and  solve  the  mystery  for 
myself.” 

The  woman  pushed  his  hand  aside,  and  drew 
back  a few  paces,  but  never  spoke  a word.  He 
followed  her.  There  was  not  an  instant  to  be  lost, 
for  just  then  the  sound  of  footsteps  hastily 
approaching  the  corridor  became  audible. 

“ Now  or  never,”  he*  whispered  to  himself,  and 
snatched  at  the  mask. 

His  arm  was  again  thrust  aside  ; but  this  time 
the  woman  raised  her  disengaged  hand  at  the  same 
moment,  and  removed  the  yellow  mask. 

The  lamps  shed  their  soft  light  full  on  her  face. 

It  was  the  face  of  his  dead  wife. 
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CHAPTER  IV 

Signor  Andrea  d’Arbino,  searching  vainly 
through  the  various  rooms  in  the  palace  for  Count 
Fabio  d’Ascoli,  and  trying,  as  a last  resource^  the 
corridor  leading  to  the  ball-room  and  grand  stair- 
case, discovered  his  friend  lying  on  the  floor  in  a 
swoon,  without  any  living  creature  near  him.  De- 
termining to  avoid  alarming  the  guests  if  possible, 
D’Arbino  flrst  sought  help  in  the  antechamber. 
He  found  there  the  Marquis’s  valet,  assisting  the 
Cavaliere  Finello  (who  was  just  taking  his  depar- 
ture) to  put  on  his  cloak. 

While  Finello  and  his  friend  carried  Fabio  to  an 
open  window  in  the  antechamber,  the  valet  pro- 
cured some  iced  water.  This  simple  remedy,  and 
the  change  of  atmosphere,  proved  enough  to  re- 
store the  fainting  man  to  his  senses,  but  hardly — as 
it  seemed  to  his  friends — to  his  former  self.  They 
noticed  a change  to  blankness  and  stillness  in  his 
face,  and  when  he  spoke  an  indescribable  alteration 
in  the  tone  of  his  voice. 

“ I found  you  in  a room  in  the  corridor,”  said 
D’Arbino.  “ What  made  you  faint  ? Don’t  you 
remember?  Was  it  the  heat?” 

Fabio  waited  for  a moment,  painfully  collect* 


THE  YELLOW  MASK . 


12S 


ing  his  ideas.  He  looked  at  the  valet,  and  Finello 
signed  to  the  man  to  withdraw. 

“ Was  it  the  heat  ?”  repeated  D’Arbino. 

‘‘No/’  answered  Fabio,  in  strangely  hushed, 
steady  tones.  “ I have  seen  the  face  that  was 
behind  the  yellow  mask.” 

“Well?” 

“ It  was  the  face  of  my  dead  wife.” 

“ Your  dead  wife  ? ” 

^When  the  mask  was  removed  I saw  her  face. 
Not  as  I remember  it  in  the  pride  of  her  youth 
and  beauty — not  even  as  I remember  her  on  her 
sick-bed — but  as  I remember  her  in  her  coffin.” 
“Count!  for  God’s  sake,  rouse  yourself!  Col- 
lect your  thoughts — remember  where  you  are — 
and  free  your  mind  of  its  horrible  delusion.” 

“ Spare  me  all  remonstrances  ; I am  not  fit  to 
bear  them.  My  life  has  only  one  object  now — the 
pursuing  of  this  mystery  to  the  end.  Will  you 
help  me  ? I am  scarcely  fit  to  act  for  myself.” 

He  still  spoke  in  the  same  unnaturally  hushed, 
deliberate  tones.  D’Arbino  and  Finello  exchanged 
glances  behind  him  as  he  rose  from  the  sofa  on 
which  he  had  hitherto  been  lying. 

“ We  will  help  you  in  everything,”  said  D’Arbino 
soothingly.  “Trust  in  us  to  the  end.  What  d<» 
you  wish  to  do  first  ? ” 
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“ The  figure  must  have  gone  through  this  room. 
Let  us  descend  the  staircase  and  ask  the  servants 
if  they  have  seen  it  pass.” 

(Roth  D’Arbino  and  Finello  remarked  that  he 
did  not  say  her. 

They  inquired  down  to  the  very  courtyard. 
Not  one  of  the  servants  had  seen  the  Yellow  Mask. 

The  last  resource  was  the  porter  at  the  outer 
gate.  They  applied  to  him  ; and  in  answer  to 
their  questions  he  asserted  that  he  had  most  cer- 
tainly seen  a lady  in  a yellow  domino  and  mask 
drive  away,  about  half  an  hour  before,  in  a hired 
coach. 

“ Should  you  remember  the  coachman  again  ? ” 
asked  D’Arbino. 

“ Perfectly  ; he  is  an  old  friend  of  mine.” 

M And  you  know  where  he  lives  ? ” 

“ Yes  ; as  well  as  I know  where  I do.” 

“Any  reward  you  like,  if  you  can  get  some- 
body to  mind  your  lodge,  and  can  take  us  to  that 
house.” 

In  a few  minutes  they  were  following  the  porter 
through  the  dark,  silent  streets.  “ We  had  better 
try  the  stables  first,”  said  the  man.  “ My  friend 
the  coachman  will  hardly  had  have  time  to  do 
more  than  set  the  lady  down.  We  shall  most 
likely  catch  him  just  putting  up  his  horses.” 
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The  porter  turned  out  to  be  right.  On  entering 
the  stable-yard,  they  found  that  the  empty  coach 
had  just  driven  into  it. 

“You  have  been  taking  home  a lady  in  a 
yellow  domino  from  the  masquerade  ?”  said  D’Ar- 
bino,  putting  some  money  into  the  coachman’s 
hand. 

“Yes,  sir;  I was  engaged  by  that  lady  for  the 
evening — engaged  to  drive  her  to  the  ball  as  well 
as  to  drive  her  home.” 

“ Where  did  you  take  her  from  ?” 

“ From  a very  extraordinary  place — from  the 
gate  of  the  Campo  Santo  burial-ground.” 

During  this  colloquy  Finello  and  D’Arbino 
had  been  standing  with  Fabio  between  them,  each 
giving  him  an  arm.  The  instant  the  last  answer 
was  given,  he  reeled  back  with  a cry  of  horror. 

“ Where  have  you  taken  her  to  now  ?”  asked 
D’Arbino.  He  looked  about  him  nervously  as  he 
put  the  question,  and  spoke  for  the  first  time  in  a 
whisper. 

“To  the  Campo  Santo  again,”  said  the  coach* 
man. 

Fabio  suddenly  drew  his  arms  out  of  the  arms 
of  his  friends,  and  sank  to  his  knees  on  the  ground, 
hiding  his  face.  From  some  broken  ejaculations 
which  escaped  him,  it  seemed  as  if  he  dreaded 
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that  his  senses  were  leaving  him,  and  that  he  was 
praying  to  be  preserved  in  his  right  mind. 

“ Why  is  he  so  violently  agitated  ? ” said  Finello 
eagerly  to  his  friend. 

“Hush?”  returned  the  other.  “You  heard  him 
say  that  when  he  saw  the  face  behind  the  yellow 
mask,  it  was  the  face  of  his  dead  wife  ? ” 

“ Yes.  But  what  then  ? ” 

“ His  wife  was  buried  in  the  Campo  Santo.” 

CHAPTER  V. 

Of  all  the  persons  who  had  been  present,  in 
any  capacity,  at  the  Marquis  Melani’s  ball,  the 
earliest  riser  on  the  morning  after  it  was  Nanina. 
The  agitation  produced  by  the  strange  events  in 
which  she  had  been  concerned  destroyed  the  very 
idea  of  sleep.  Through  the  hours  of  darkness  she 
could  not  even  close  her  eyes  ; and,  as  soon  as  the 
new  day  broke,  she  rose  to  breathe  the  early  morn- 
ing air  at  her  window,  and  to  think  in  perfect 
tranquility  over  all  that  had  passed  since  she 
entered  the  Melani  Palace  to  wait  on  the  guests  at 
the  masquerade. 

On  reaching  home  the  previous  night,  all  her 
other  sensations  had  been  absorbed  in  a vague 
feeling  of  mingled  dread  and  curiosity,  produced 
by  the  sight  of  the  weird  figure  in  the  yellow 
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mask,  which  she  had  left  standing  alone  with 
Fabio  in  the  palace  corridor.  The  morning  light, 
however,  suggested  new  thoughts.  She  now 
opened  the  note  which  the  young  nobleman  had 
pressed  into  her  hand,  and  read  over  and  over 
again  the  hurried  pencil  lines  scrawled  on  the 
paper.  Could  there  be  any  harm,  any  forgetful- 
ness of  her  own  duty,  in  using  the  key  inclosed 
in  the  note,  and  keeping  her  appointment  in  the 
Ascoli  gardens  at  ten  o’clock  ? Surely  not — surely 
the  last  sentence  he  had  written,  “ Believe  in 
my  truth  and  honor,  Nanina,  for  I believe  impli- 
citly in  yours,”  was  enough  to  satisfy  her  this 
time  that  she  could  not  be  doing  wrong  in  listen- 
ing for  once  to  the  pleading  of  her  own  heart. 
And  besides,  there  in  her  lap  lay  the  key  of  the 
wicket-gate.  It  was  absolutely  necessary  to  use 
that,  if  only  for  the  purpose  of  giving  it  back 
safely  into  the  hand  of  its  owner. 

As  this  last  thought  was  passing  through  her 
mind,  and  plausibly  overcoming  any  faint  doubts 
and  difficulties  which  she  might  still  have  left, 
she  was  Startled  by  a sudden  knocking  at  the 
street  door ; and,  looking  out  of  the  window 
immediately,  saw  a man  in  livery  standing  in  the 
street,  anxiously  peering  up  at  the  house  to  see  if 
his  knocking  had  aroused  anybody. 
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“ Does  Marta  Angrisani,  the  sick-nurse,  live 
here?”  inquired  the  man,  as  soon  as  Nanina 
showed  herself  at  the  window. 

“ Yes,”  she  answered.  “ Must  I call  her  up  ? 
Is  there  some  person  ill  ? ” 

“Call  her  up  directly,”  said  the  servant;  “she 
is  wanted  at  the  Ascoli  Palace.  My  master,  Count 
Fabio— ” 

Nanina  waited  to  hear  no  more.  She  flew  to 
the  room  in  which  the  sick-nurse  slept,  and  awoke 
her,  almost  roughly,  in  an  instant. 

“ He  is  ill  ! ” she  cried  breathlessly.  “ Oh, 
make  haste,  make  haste  ! He  is  ill,  and  he  has 
sent  for  you  ! ” 

Marta  inquired  who  had  sent  for  her,  and  on 
being  informed,  promised  to  lose  no  time.  Nanina 
ran  down  stairs  to  tell  the  servant  that  the  sick- 
nurse  was  getting  on  her  clothes.  The  man's 
serious  expression,  when  she  came  close  to  him, 
terrified  her.  All  her  usual  self-distrust  vanished  ; 
and  she  entreated  him,  without  attempting  to  con- 
ceal her  anxiety,  to  tell  her  particularly  what  his 
master's  illness  was,  and  how  it  had  affected  him 
so  suddenly  after  the  ball. 

“ I know  nothing  about  it,”  answered  the  man 
noticing  Nanina's  manner  as  she  put  her  question 
with  some  surprise,  “except  that  my  master  was 
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brought  home  by  two  gentlemen,  friends  of  his, 
about  a couple  of  hours  ago,  in  a very  sad  state 
— half  out  of  his  mind,  as  it  seemed  to  me.  I 
gathered  from  what  was  said  that  he  had  got  a 
dreadful  shock  from  seeing  some  woman  take  off 
her  mask,  and  show  her  face  to  him  at  the  ball. 
How  that  could  be  I don’t  in  the  least  understand  ; 
but  I know  that  when  the  doctor  was  sent  for,  he 
looked  very  serious,  and  talked  about  fearing 
brain-fever.” 

Here  the  servant  stopped  ; for  to  his  astonish- 
ment, he  saw  Nanina  suddenly  turn  away  from 
him,  and  then  heard  her  crying  bitterly  as  she 
went  back  into  the  house. 

Marta  Angrisani  had  huddled  on  her  clothes, 
and  was  looking  at  herself  in  the  glass  to  see  that 
she  was  sufficiently  presentable  to  appear  at  the 
palace,  when  she  felt  two  arms  flung  round  her 
neck ; and,  before  she  could  say  a word,  found 
Nanina  sobbing  on  her  bosom. 

“ He  is  ill — he  is  in  danger  ! ” cried  the  girl. 
“I  must  go  with  you  to  help  him.  You  have 
always  been  kind  to  me,  Marta — be  kinder  than 
ever  now.  Take  me  with  you — take  me  with  you 
to  the  palace  ! ” 

“ You,  child  ! ” exclaimed  the  nurse,  gently 
unclasping  her  arms. 
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“ Yes — yes  ! if  it  is  only  for  an  hour,”  pleaded 
Nanina — “if  it  is  only  for  one  little  hour  every  day. 
You  have  only  to  say  that  I am  your  helper 
and  they  would  let  me  in.  Marta ! I shall  break 
my  heart  if  I can't  see  him,  and  help  him  to  get 
well  again.” 

The  nurse  still  hesitated.  Nanina  clasped  her 
round  the  neck  once  more,  and  laid  her  cheek — 
burning  hot  now,  though  the  tears  had  been 
streaming  down  it  but  an  instant  before — close  to 
the  good  woman's  face.  \ 

“ I love  him,  Marta  ; great  as  he  is,  I love  him 
with  all  my  heart  and  soul  and  strength,”  she 
went  on,  in  quick,  eager,  whispering  tones  ; “ and 
he  loves  me.  He  would  have  married  me,  if  I had 
not  gone  away  to  save  him  from  it.  I could  keep 
my  love  for  him  a secret  while  he  was  well  ; I 
could  stifle  it,  and  crush  it  down,  and  wither  it  up 
by  absence.  But  now  he  is  ill,  it  gets  beyond 
me  ; I can’t  master  it.  Oh,  Marta  ! don’t  break 
my  heart  by  denying  me.!  I have  suffered  so 
much  for  his  sake,  that  I have  earned  the  right  to 
nurse  him  ! ” 

Marta  was  not  proof  against  this  last  appeal. 
She  had  one  great  and  rare  merit  for  a middle- 
aged  woman— she  had  not  forgotten  her  own 
youth. 
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“ Come,  child,"  said  she  soothingly ; “ I won't 
attempt  to  deny  you.  Dry  your  eyes,  put  on  your 
mantilla ; and,  when  we  get  face  to  face  with  the 
doctor,  try  to  look  as  old  and  ugly  as  you  can,  if 
you  want  to  be  let  into  the  sick-room  alone  with 
me. 

The  ordeal  of  medical  scrutiny  was  passed 
more  easily  than  Marta  Angrisani  had  anticipated. 
It  was  of  great  importance,  in  the  doctor’s  opinion, 
that  the  sick  man  should  see  familiar  faces  at  his 
bedside.  Nanina  had  only,  therefore,  to  state 
that  he  knew  her  well,  and  that  she  had  sat  to 
him  as  a model  in  the  days  when  he  was  learn- 
ing the  art  of  sculpture,  to  be  immediately 
accepted  as  Marta’s  privileged  assistant  in  the  sick- 
room. 

The  worst  apprehensions  felt  by  the  doctor  for 
the  patient  were  soon  realized.  The  fever  flew  to 
his  brain.  For  nearly  six  weeks  he  lay  prostrate, 
at  the  mercy  of  death  ; now  raging  with  the  wild 
strength  of  delirium,  and  now  sunk  in  the  speech- 
less, motionless,  sleepless  exhaustion  which  was 
his  only  repose.  At  last  the  blessed  day  came 
when  he  enjoyed  his  first  sleep,  and  when  the 
doctor  began,  for  the  first  time,  to  talk  of  the  future 
with  hope.  Even  then,  however,  the  same  terrible 
peculiarity  marked  his  light  dreams  which  had 
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previously  shown  itself  in  his  fierce  delirium. 
From  the  faintly  uttered,  broken  phrases  which 
dropped  from  him  when  he  slept,  as  from  the  wild 
words  which  burst  from  him  when  his  senses  were 
deranged,  the  one  sad  discovery  inevitably  resulted 
— that  his  mind  was  still  haunted,  day  and  night, 
hour  after  hour,  by  the  figure  in  the  yellow  mask. 

As  his  bodily  health  improved,  the  doctor  in 
attendance  on  him  grew  more  and  more  anxious 
as  to  the  state  of  his  mind.  There  was  no  appear- 
ance of  any  positive  derangement  of  intellect,  but 
there  was  a mental  depression — an  unaltering, 
invincible  prostration,  produced  by  his  absolute 
belief  in  the  reality  of  the  dreadful  vision  that  he 
had  seen  at  the  masked  ball- — which  suggested  to 
the  physician  the  gravest  doubts  about  the  case. 
He  saw  with  dismay  that  the  patient  showed  no 
anxiety,  as  he  got  stronger,  except  on  one  subject. 
He  was  eagerly  desirous  of  seeing  Nanina  every 
day  by  his  bedside ; but,  as  soon  as  he  was 
assured  that  his  wish  should  be  faithfully  complied 
with,  he  seemed  to  care  for  nothing  more.  Even 
when  they  proposed,  in  the  hope  of  rousing  him 
to  an  exhibition  of  something  like  pleasure,  that 
the  girl  should  read  to  him  for  an  hour  every  day 
out  of  one  of  his  favorite  books,  he  only  showed  a 
languid  satisfaction.  Weeks  passed  away,  and 


THE  YELLOW  MASK. 


139> 


still,  do  what  they  would,  they  could  not  make 
him  so  much  as  smile. 

One  day  Nanina  had  begun  to  read  to  him  as 
usual,  but  had  not  proceeded  far  before  Marta 
Angrisani  informed  her  that  he  had  fallen  into  a 
doze.  She  ceased  with  a sigh,  and  sat  looking  at 
him  sadly,  as  he  lay  near  her,  faint  and  pale  and 
mournful  in  his  sleep — miserably  altered  from  what 
he  was  when  she  first  knew  him.  It  had  been  a 
hard  trial  to  watch  by  his  bedside  in  the  terrible 
time  of  his  delirium  ; but  it  was  a harder  trial  still 
to  look  at  him  now,  and  to  feel  less  and  less  hope- 
ful with  each  succeeding  day. 

While  her  eyes  and  thoughts  were  still  compas- 
sionately fixed  on  him,  the  door  of  the  bed-room 
opened,  and  the  doctor  came  in,  followed  by 
Andrea  d’Arbino,  whose  share  in  the  strange  ad- 
venture with  the  Yellow  Mask  caused  him  to  feel 
a special  interest  in  Fabio’s  progress  toward  re- 
covery. 

“Asleep,  I see,  and  sighing  in  his  sleep,”  said  the 
doctor,  going  to  the  bedside.  “The  grand  difficulty 
with  him,”  he  continued,  turning  to  D’Arbino,  “ re- 
mains precisely  what  it  was.  I have  hardly  left  a 
single  means  untried  of  rousing  him  from  that 
fatal  depression ; yet,  for  the  last  fortnight,  he  has 
not  advanced  a single  step.  It  is  impossible  to 
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shake  his  conviction  of  the  reality  of  that  face 
which  he  saw  (or  rather  which  he  thinks  he  saw) 
when  the  yellow  mask  was  removed  ; and  as  long 
as  he  persists  in  his  own  shocking  view  of  the 
case,  so  long  will  he  lie  there,  getting  better,  no 
doubt,  as  to  his  body,  but  worse  as  to  his  mind.,, 

“ I suppose,  poor  fellow,  he  is  not  in  a fit  state  to 
foe  reasoned  with  ?” 

“ On  the  contrary,  like  all  men  with  a fixed  delu- 
sion, he  has  plenty  of  intelligence  to  appeal  to  on 
every  point,  except  the  one  point  on  which  he  is 
wrong.  I have  argued  with  him  vainly  by  the  hour 
together.  He  possesses,  unfortunately,  an  acute 
-nervous  sensibility  and  a vivid  imagination  ; and 
besides,  he  has,  as  I suspect,  been  superstitiously 
brought  up  as  a child.  It  would  be  probably  use- 
less to  argue  rationally  with  him  on  certain 
spiritual  subjects,  even  if  his  mind  was  in  perfect 
health.  He  has  a good  deal  of  the  mystic  and  the 
dreamer  in  his  composition  ; and  science  and  logic 
-are  but  broken  reeds  to  depend  upon  with  men  of 
that  kind/5 

“ Does  he  merely  listen  to  you  when  you  reason 
with  him,  or  does  he  attempt  to  answer  ?” 

“He  has  only  one  form  of  answer,  and  that 
is,  unfortunately,  the  most  difficult  of  all  to  dispose 
of.  Whenever  I try  to  convince  him  of  his  delu- 
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sion,  he  invariably  retorts  by  asking  me  for  a ra- 
tional explanation  of  what  happened  to  him  at  the 
masked  ball.  Now,  neither  you  nor  I,  though  we 
believe  firmly  that  he  has  been  the  dupe  of  some 
infamous  conspiracy,  has  been  able  as  yet  to  pene- 
trate thoroughly  into  this  mystery  of  the  Yellow 
Mask.  Our  common  sense  tells  us  that  he  must 
be  wrong  in  taking  his  view  of  it,  and  that  we  must 
be  right  in  taking  ours  ; but  if  we  can  not  give 
him  actual,  tangible  proof  of  that — if  we  can  only 
theorize,  when  he  asks  us  for  an  explanation— it  is 
but  too  plain,  in  his  present  condition,  that  every 
time  we  remonstrate  with  him  on  the  subject  we 
only  fix  him  in  his  delusion  more  and  more 
firmly.,, 

“ It  is  not  for  want  of  perseverance  on  my  part,'® 
said  D’Arbino,  after  a moment  of  silence,  “ that  we 
are  still  left  in  the  dark.  Ever  since  the  extraordi- 
nary statement  of  the  coachman  who  drove  the 
woman  home,  I have  been  inquiring  and  investi- 
gating. I have  offered  the  reward  of  two  hundred 
scudi  for  the  discovery  of  her ; I have  myself  ex* 
amined  the  servants  at  the  paiace,  the  night-watch* 
man  at  the  Campo  Santo,  the  police  books,  the  lists 
of  keepers  of  hotels  and  lodging  houses,  to  hit  on 
some  trace  of  this  woman ; and  I have  failed  in  all 
directions.  If  my  poor  friend’s  perfect  recovery 
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does  indeed  depend  on  his  delusion  being  combated 
by  actual  proof,  I fear  we  have  but  little  chance  of 
restoring  him.  So  far  as  I am  concerned,  I confess 
myself  at  the  end  of  my  resources/’ 

“ I hope  we  are  not  quite  conquered  yet,”  re- 
turned the  doctor.  “ The  proofs  we  want  may  turn 
up  when  we  least  expect  them.  It  is  certainly  a 
miserable  case,”  he  continued,  mechanically  laying 
his  fingers  on  the  sleeping  man’s  pulse.  “There  he 
lies,  wanting  nothing  now  but  to  recover  the 
natural  elasticity  of  his  mind  ; and  here  we  stand 
at  his  bedside,  unable  to  relieve  him  of  the  weight 
that  is  pressing  his  faculties  down.  I repeat  it, 
Signor  Andrea,  nothing  will  rouse  him  from  his 
delusion  that  he  is  the  victim  of  a supernatural  in- 
terposition, but  the  production  of  some  startling, 
practical  proof  of  his  error.  At  present  he  is  in 
the  position  of  a man  who  has  been  imprisoned 
from  his  birth  in  a dark  room,  and  who  denies  the 
existence  of  daylight.  If  we  can  not  open  the 
shutters,  and  show  him  the  sky  outside,  we  shall 
never  convert  him  to  a knowledge  of  the  truth.” 
Saying  these  words,  the  doctor  turned  to  lead  the 
way  out  of  the  room,  and  observed  Nanina,  who 
had  moved  from  the  bedside  on  his  entrance, 
standing  near  the  door.  He  stooped  to  look  at 
her,  shook  his  head  good-humoredly,  and  called  to 
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Marta,  who  happened  to  be  occupied  in  an  adjoin- 
ing room. 

“ Signora  Marta,”  said  the  doctor,  “ I think  you 
told  me  some  time  ago  that  your  pretty  and  careful 
little  assistant  lives  in  your  house.  Pray,  does  she 
take  much  walking  exercise?” 

“ Very  little,  Signor  Dottore.  She  goes  home  to 
her  sister  when  she  leaves  the  palace.  Very  little 
walking  exercise  indeed.” 

“ I thought  so  ! Her  pale  cheeks  and  heavy  eyes 
told  me  as  much.  Now,  my  dear,”  said  the  doctor, 
addressing  Nanina,  “you  are  a very  good  girl,  and 
I am  sure  you  will  attend  to  what  I tell  you.  Go 
out  every  morning  before  you  come  here,  and  take 
a walk  in  the  fresh  air.  You  are  too  young  not  to 
suffer  by  being  shut  up  in  close  rooms  every  day, 
unless  you  get  some  regular  exercise.  Take  a good 
long  walk  in  the  morning,  or  you  will  fall  into  my 
hands  as  a patient,  and  be  quite  unfit  to  continue 
your  attendance  here.  Now,  Signor  Andrea,  I am 
ready  for  you.  Mind,  my  child,  a walk  every  day 
in  the  open  air  outside  the  town,  or  you  will  fall 
ill,  take  my  word  for  it !” 

Nanina  promised  compliance  ; but  she  spoke 
rather  absently,  and  seemed  scarcely  conscious  of 
the  kind  familiarity  which  marked  the  doctor’s 
manner.  The  truth  was,  that  all  her  thoughts  were 
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occupied  with  what  he  had  been  saying  by  Fabio’s 
bedside.  She  had  not  lost  one  word  of  the  con- 
versation while  the  doctor  was  talking  of  his 
patient,  and  of  the  conditions  on  which  his  re- 
covery depended.  “ Oh,  if  that  proof  which  would 
cure  him  could  only  be  found  !”  she  thought  to 
herself,  as  she  stole  back  anxiously  to  the  bedside 
when  the  room  was  empty. 

On  getting  home  that  day  she  found  a letter 
waiting  for  her,  and  was  greatly  surprised  to  see 
that  it  was  written  by  no  less  a person  than  the 
master  sculptor,  Luca  LomL  It  was  very  short ; 
simply  informing  her  that  he  had  just  returned  to 
Pisa,  and  that  he  was  anxious  to  know  when  she 
could  sit  to  him  for  a new  bust — a commission 
from  a rich  foreigner  at  Naples. 

Nanina  debated  with  herself  for  a moment 
whether  she  should  answer  the  letter  in  the  hardest 
way,  to  her,  by  writing,  or  in  the  easiest  way,  in 
person  ; and  decided  on  going  to  the  studio  and 
telling  the  master  sculptor  that  it  would  be  impos- 
sible for  her  to  serve  him  as  a model,  at  least  for 
some  time  to  come.  It  would  have  taken  her  along 
hour  to  say  this  with  due  propriety  on  paper;  it 
would  only  take  her  a few  minutes  to  say  it  with 
her  own  lips.  So  she  put  on  her  mantilla  again, 
and  departed  for  the  studio. 
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On  arriving  at  the  gate  and  ringing  the  bell,  a 
thought  suddenly  occurred  to  her,  which  she  won- 
dered had  not  struck  her  before.  Was  it  not  pos- 
sible that  she  might  meet  Father  Rocco  in  his 
brother’s  work-room  ? It  was  too  late  to  retreat 
now,  but  not  too  late  to  ask,  before  she  entered,  if 
the  priest  was  in  the  studio.  Accordingly,  when 
one  of  the  workmen  opened  the  door  to  her,  she 
inquired  first,  very*  confusedly  and  anxiously  fo^ 
Father  Rocco.  Hearing  that  he  was  not  with  his 
brother  then,  she  went  tranquilly  enough  to  make 
her  apologies  to  the  master-sculptor. 

She  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  tell  him  more 
than  that  she  was  now  occupied  every  day  by  nurs- 
ing duties  in  a sick-room,  and  that  it  was  conse- 
quently out  of  her  power  to  attend  at  the  studio. 
Luca  Lomi  expressed,  and  evidently  felt,  great  dis* 
appointment  at  her  failing  him  as  a model,  and 
tried  hard  to  persuade  her  that  she  might  find  time 
enough,  if  she  chose,  to  sit  to  him,  as  well  as  t@ 
nurse  the  sick  person.  The  more  she  resisted  his 
arguments  and  entreaties,  the  more  obstinately  he 
reiterated  them.  He  was  dusting  his  favorite  busts 
and  statues,  after  his  long  absence,  with  a feather- 
brush when  she  came  in  ; and  he  continued  this 
occupation  all  the  while  he  was  talking — urging  a 
fresh  plea  to  induce  Nanina  to  reconsider  her  re- 
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fusal  to  sit  at  every  fresh  piece  of  sculpture  ne 
came  to,  and  always  receiving  the  same  resolute 
apology  from  her  as  she  slowly  followed  him  down 
the  studio  toward  the  door. 

Arriving  thus  at  the  lower  end  of  the  room,  Luca 
stopped  with  a fresh  argument  on  his  lips  Detore 
his  statue  of  Minerva.  He  had  dusted  it  already, 
but  he  lovingly  returned  to  dust  it  again.  It  was 
his  favorite  work — the  only  good  likeness  (although 
it  did  assume  to  represent  a classical  subject)  of 
his  dead  daughter  that  he  possessed.  He  had  re- 
fused to  part  with  it  for  Maddalena’s  sake ; and, 
as  he  now  approached  it  with  his  orush  for  the 
second  time,  he  absently  ceased  speaking,  and 
mounted  on  a stool  to  look  at  the  face  near  and 
blow  some  specks  of  dust  off  the  forehead.  Nanina 
thought  this  a good  opportunity  of  escaping  from 
further  importunities.  She  was  on  the  point  of 
slipping  away  to  the  door  with  a word  of  farewell, 
when  a sudden  expression  from  Luca  Lomi  arrest- 
ed her. 

u Plaster  !M  cried  the  master-sculptor,  looking  in- 
tently at  that  part  of  the  hair  of  the  statue  which 
lay  lowest  on  the  forehead.  44  Plaster  here  !*  He 
took  out  his  penknife  as  he  spoke,  and  removed  a 
tiny  morsel  of  some  white  substance  from  an  in- 
terstice between  two  folds  of  the  hair  where  it 
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touched  the  face.  “ It  is  plaster  !”  he  exclaimed 
excitedly.  “Somebody  has  been  taking  a cast  from 
the  face  of  my  statue  1” 

He  jumped  off  the  stool,  and  looked  all  round 
the  studio  with  an  expression  of  suspicious  inquiry. 
“ I must  have  this  cleared  up,”  he  said.  “ My 
statues  were  left  under  Rocco’s  care,  and  he  is 
answerable  if  there  has  been  any  stealing  of  casts 
from  any  one  of  them.  I must  question  him  di- 
rectly.” 

Nanina,  seeing  that  he  took  no  notice  of  her,  felt 
that  she  might  now  easily  effect  her  retreat.  She 
opened  the  studio  door,  and  repeated,  for  the 
twentieth  time  at  least,  that  she  was  sorry  she  could 
not  sit  to  him. 

“ I am  sorry,  too,  child,”  he  said,  irritably  look- 
ing about  for  his  hat.  He  found  it  apparently  just 
as  Nanina  was  going  out ; for  she  heard  him  call 
to  one  of  the  workmen  in  the  inner  studio,  and 
order  the  man  to  say,  if  anybody  wanted  him,  that 
he  had  gone  to  Father  Rocco’s  lodgings. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

The  next  morning,  when  Nanina  arose,  a bad  a t> 
tack  of  headache,  and  a sense  of  languor  and  de- 
pression, reminded  her  of  the  necessity  of  following 
the  doctor’s  advice,  and  preserving  her  health  by 
getting  a little  fresh  air  and  exercise.  She  had 
more  than  two  hours  to  spare  before  the  usual 
time  when  her  daily  attendance  began  at  the  Ascoli 
Palace  ; and  she  determined  to  employ  the  interval 
of  leisure  in  taking  a morning  walk  outside  the 
town.  La  Biondella  would  have  been  glad  enough 
to  go  too,  but  she  had  a large  order  for  dinner- 
mats  on  hand,  and  was  obliged  for  that  day  to  stop 
in  the  house  and  work.  Thus  it  happened  that 
when  Nanina  set  forth  from  home,  the  learned 
poodle,  Scaramuccia,  was  her  only  companion. 

She  took  the  nearest  way  out  of  the  town  ; the 
dog  trotting  along  in  his  usual  steady,  observant 
way,  close  at  her  side,  pushing  his  great  rough 
muzzle  from  time  to  time  affectionately  into  her 
hand,  and  trying  hard  to  attract  her  attention  at 
intervals  by  barking  and  capering  in  front  of  her. 
He  got  but  little  notice,  however,  for  his  pains. 
Nanina  was  thinking  again  of  all  that  the  physi- 
cian had  said  the  day  before  by  Fabio’s  bedside; 
and  these  thoughts  brought  with  then?  others. 
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equally  absorbing,  that  were  connected  with  the 
mysterious  story  of  the  young  nobleman’s  adven- 
ture with  the  Yellow  Mask.  Thus  preoccupied, 
she  had  little  attention  left  for  the  gambols  of  the 
dog.  Even  the  beauty  of  the  morning  appealed  to 
her  in  vain.  She  felt  the  refreshment  of  the  cool, 
fragrant  air,  but  she  hardly  noticed  the  lovely  blue 
of  the  sky,  or  the  bright  sunshine  that  gave  a gay- 
ety  and  an  interest  to  the  commonest  objects 
around  her. 

After  walking  nearly  an  hour,  she  began  to 
feel  tired,  and  looked  about  for  a shady  place  to 
rest  in. 

Beyond  and  behind  her  there  was  only  the  high- 
road and  the  flat  country  ; but  by  her  side  stood  a 
little  wooden  building,  half  inn,  half  coffee-house, 
backed  by  a large,  shady  pleasure-garden,  the 
gates  of  which  stood  invitingly  open.  Some  work- 
men in  the  garden  were  putting  up  a stage  for  fire- 
works, but  the  place  was  otherwise  quiet  and  lonely 
enough.  It  was  only  used  at  night  as  a sort  of 
rustic  Ranelagh,  to  which  the  citizens  of  Pisa  re- 
sorted for  pure  air  and  amusement  after  the 
fatigues  of  the  day.  Observing  that  there  were 
no  visitors  in  the  grounds,  Nanina  ventured  in,  in- 
tending to  take  a quarter  of  an  hour’s  rest  in  the 
coolest  place  she  could  find  before  returning  to  Pisa. 
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She  had  passed  the  back  of  a wooden  summer- 
house in  a secluded  part  of  the  gardens,  when  she 
suddenly  missed  the  dog  from  her  side,  and,  look- 
ing round,  after  him,  saw  that  he  was  standing 
behind  the  summer-house  with  his  ears  erect  and 
his  nose  to  the  ground,  having  evidently  that 
instant  scented  something  that  excited  his  sus- 
picion. 

Thinking  it  possible  that  he  might  be  meditating 
an  attack  on  some  unfortunate  cat,  she  turned  to 
see  what  he  was  watching.  The  carpenters  engaged 
on  the  firework  stage  were  just  then  hammering  at 
it  violently.  The  noise  prevented  her  from  hearing 
that  Scaramuccia  was  growling,  but  she  could  feel 
that  he  was  the  moment  she  laid  her  hand  on  his 
back.  Her  curiosity  was  excited,  and  she  stooped 
down  close  to  him,  to  look  through  a crack  in  the 
boards  before  which  he  stood  into  the  summer- 
house. 

She  was  startled  at  seeing  a lady  and  gentleman 
sitting  inside.  The  place  she  was  looking  through 
was  not  high  enough  up  to  enable  her  to  see  their 
faces,  but  she  recognized,  or  thought  she  recog- 
nized, the  pattern  of  the  lady’s  dress  as  one  which 
she  had  noticed  in  former  days  in  the  Demoiselle 
Grifoni’s  show-room.  Rising  quickly,  her  eye  de- 
tected a hole  in  the  boards  about  the  level  of  her 
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own  height,  caused  by  a knot  having  been  forced 
out  of  the  wood.  She  looked  through  it  to  ascer- 
tain, without  being  discovered,  if  the  wearer  of  the 
familiar  dress  was  the  person  she  had  taken  her  to 
be  ; and  saw,  not  Brigida  only,  as  she  had  expect- 
ed, but  Father  Rocco  as  well.  At  the  same  moment 
the  carpenters  left  off  hammering  and  began  to 
saw.  The  new  sound  from  the  firework  stage  was 
regular  and  not  loud.  The  voices  of  the  occupants 
of  the  summer-house  reached  her  through  it,  and 
she  heard  Brigida  pronounce  the  name  of  Count 
Fabio. 

Instantly  stooping  down  once  more  by  the  dog’s 
side,  she  caught  his  muzzle  firmly  in  both  her 
hands.  It  was  the  only  way  to  keep  Scaramuccia 
from  growling  again,  at  a time  when  there  was  no 
din  of  hammering  to  prevent  him  from  being 
heard.  Those  two  words,  “ Count  Fabio,”  in  the 
mouth  of  another  woman,  excited  a jealous  anxiety 
in  her.  What  could  Brigida  have  to  say  in  con- 
nection with  that  name  ? She  never  came  near  the 
Ascoli  Palace — what  right  or  reason  could  she  have 
to  talk  of  Fabio  ? 

“ Did  you  hear  what  I said  ?”  she  heard  Brigida 
ask,  in  her  coolest,  hardest  tone. 

“ No,”  the  priest  answered.  “At  least,  not  all  of 

it.” 


152 


•J 

THE  YELLOW  MASK. 

“ I will  repeat  it,  then.  I asked  what  had  so  sud- 
denly determined  you  to  give  up  all  idea  of  making 
any  future  experiments  on  the  superstitious  fears 
of  Count  Fabio  ?” 

“ In  the  first  place,  the  result  of  the  experiment 
already  tried  has  been  so  much  more  serious 
than  I had  anticipated,  that  I believe  the  end  I 
had  in  view  in  making  it  has  been  answered  al- 
ready.” 

“ Well ; that  is  not  your  only  reason  ?” 

“ Another  shock  to  his  mind  might  be  fatal  to 
him.  I can  use  what  I believe  to  be  a justifiable 
fraud  to  prevent  his  marrying  again  ; but  I can  not 
burden  myself  with  a crime.” 

“That  is  your  second  reason  ; but  I believe  you 
have  another  yet.  The  suddenness  with  which  you 
sent  to  me  last  night  to  appoint  a meeting  in  this 
lonely  place  ; the  emphatic  manner  in  which  you 
requested — I may  almost  say  ordered — me  to  bring 
the  wax  mask  here,  suggest  to  my  mind  that  some- 
thing must  have  happened.  What  is  it?  I am  a 
woman,  and  my  curiosity  must  be  satisfied.  After 
the  secrets  you  have  trusted  to  me  already,  you 
need  not  hesitate,  I think,  to  trust  me  with  one 
more.” 

“Perhaps  not.  The  secret  this  time  is  more- 
over, of  no  great  importance.  You  know  that 
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the  wax  mask  you  wore  at  the  ball  was  made  in 
a plaster  mold  taken  off  the  face  of  my  brother's 
-statue  Y* 

“Yes,  I know  that.” 

“ My  brother  has  just  returned  to  his  studio ; 
has  found  a morsel  of  the  plaster  I used  for  the 
mold  sticking  in  the  hair  of  the  statue,  and  has 
asked  me,  as  the  person  left  in  charge  of  his  work- 
rooms for  an  explanation.  Such  an  explanation 
as  I could  offer  has  not  satisfied  him,  and  he  talks 
of  making  further  inquiries.  Considering  that  it 
will  be  used  no  more,  I think  it  safest  to  destroy 
the  wax  mask ; and  I asked  you  to  bring  it  here, 
that  I might  see  it  burned  or  broken  up  with  my 
own  eyes.  Now  you  know  all  you  wanted  to  know; 
and  now,  therefore,  it  is  my  turn  to  remind  you 
that  I have  not  yet  had  a direct  answer  to  the  first 
question  I addressed  to  you  when  we  met  here. 
Have  you  brought  the  wax  mask  with  you,  or  have 
you  not  Y9 

“ I have  not.” 

“And  why  Y9 

Just  as  that  question  was  put,  Nanina  felt  the 
dog  dragging  himself  free  of  her  grasp  on  his 
mouth.  She  had  been  listening  hitherto  with 
such  painful  intensity,  with  such  all-absorbing 
emotions  of  suspense,  terror,  and  astonishment. 
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that  she  had  not  noticed  his  efforts  to  get  away, 
and  had  continued  mechanically  to  hol4  his  mouth 
shut.  But  now  she  was  aroused  by  the  violence  of 
his  struggles  to  the  knowledge  that,  unless  she  hit 
upon  some  new  means  of  quieting  him,  he  would 
have  his  mouth  free,  and  would  betray  her  by  a growl. 

In  an  agony  of  apprehension  lest  she  should  lose 
a word  of  the  momentous  conversation,  she  made 
a desperate  attempt  to  appeal  to  the  dog’s  fondness 
for  her,  by  suddenly  flinging  both  her  arms  round 
his  neck,  and  kissing  his  rough,  hairy  cheek.  The 
stratagem  succeeded.  Scaramuccia  had,  for  many 
years  past,  never  received  any  greater  marks  of  his 
mistress’s  kindness  for  him  than  such  as  a pat  on 
the  head  or  a present  of  a lump  of  sugar-  might 
convey.  His  dog’s  nature  was  utterly  confounded 
by  the  unexpected  warmth  of  Nanina’s  caress,  and 
he  struggled  up  vigorously  in  her  arms  to  try*  and 
return  it  by  licking  her  face.  She  could  easily  pre- 
vent him  from  doing  this,  and  could  so  gain  a few 
minutes  more  to  listen  behind  the  summer-house 
without  danger  of  discovery. 

She  had  lost  Brigida’s  answer  to  Father  Rocco’s 
question ; but  she  was  in  time  to  hear  her  next  words. 

“We  are  alone  here,’’  said  Brigida.  “I  am  a 
woman,  and  I don’t  know  that  you  may  not  have 
come  armed.  It  is  only  the  commonest  precau- 
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tion  on  my  part  not  to  give  you  a chance  of  get* 
ting  at  the  wax  mask  till  I have  made  my  conditions/* 
“ You  never  said  a word  about  conditions  before.” 
u True.  I remember  telling  you  that  I wanted 
nothing  but  the  novelty  of  going  to  the  masque- 
rade in  the  character  of  my  dead  enemy,  and  the 
luxury  of  being  able  to  terrify  the  man  who  had 
brutally  ridiculed  me  in  old  days  in  the  studio. 
That  was  the  truth.  But  it  is  not  the  less  the  truth 
that  our  experiment  on  Count  Fabio  has  detained 
me  in  this  city  much  longer  than  I ever  intended, 
that  I am  all  but  penniless,  and  that  I deserve  to  be 
paid.  In  plain  words,  will  you  buy  the  mask  of  me 
for  two  hundred  scudi  V* 

“ I have  not  twenty  scudi  in  the  world,  at  my 
own  free  disposal.” 

“You  must  find  two  hundred  if  you  want  the 
wax  mask.  I don't  wish  to  threaten,  but  money 
I must  have.  I mention  the  sum  of  two  hundred 
scudi,  because  that  is  the  exact  amount  offered  in 
the  public  handbills  by  Count  Fabio’s  friends  for 
the  discovery  of  the  woman  who  wore  the  yellow 
mask  at  the  Marquis  Melani's  ball.  What  have  I 
to  do  but  to  earn  that  money  if  I please,  by  going 
to  the  palace,  taking  the  wax  mask  with  me,  and 
telling  them  that  I am  the  woman.  Suppose  I 
confess  in  that  way  *,  they  can  do  nothing  to  hurt 
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me,  and  I should  be  two  hundred  scudi  the  richer. 
You  might  be  injured,  to  be  sure,  if  they  insisted 
on  knowing  who  made  the  wax  model,  and  who 
suggested  the  ghastly  disguise — 99 

“ Wretch!  do  you  believe  that  my  character 
could  be  injured  on  the  unsupported  evidence  of 
any  words  from  your  lips  ? 99 

“ Father  Rocco,  for  the  first  time  since  I have 
enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  your  acquaintance,  I find 
you  committing  a breach  of  good  manners.  I 
shall  leave  you  until  you  become  more  like  your- 
self. If  you  wish  to  apologize  for  calling  me  a 
wretch,  and  if  you  want  to  secure  the  wax  mask, 
honor  me  with  a visit  before  four  o’clock  this 
afternoon,  and  bring  two  hundred  scudi  with  you. 
Delay  till  after  four,  and  it  will  be  too  late.” 

An  instant  of  silence  followed  ; and  then  Nanina 
judged  that  Brigida  must  be  departing,  for 
she  heard  the  rustling  of  a dress  on  the  lawn  in 
front  of  the  summer-house.  Unfortunately,  Scara- 
muccia  heard  it  too.  He  twisted  himself  round 
in  her  arms  and  growled. 

The  noise  disturbed  Father  Rocco.  She  heard 
him  rise  and  leave  the  summer-house.  There 
would  have  been  time  enough,  perhaps,  for  her  to 
conceal  herself  among  some  trees  if  she  could  have 
recovered  her  self-possession  at  once  ; but  she  was 


THE  YELLOW  MASK. 


15T 


incapable  of  making  an  effort  to  regain  it.  She 
could  neither  think  nor  move — her  breath  seemed 
to  die  away  on  her  lips — as  she  saw  the  shadow 
of  the  priest  stealing  over  the  grass  slowly  from 
the  front  to  the  back  of  the  summer-house.  In 
another  moment  they  were  face  to  face. 

He  stopped  a few  paces  from  her,  and  eyed 
her  steadily  in  dead  silence.  She  still  crouched 
against  the  summer-house,  and  still  with  one  hand 
mechanically  kept  her  hold  of  the  dog.  It  was 
well  for  the  priest  that  she  did  so.  Scaramuc- 
cia’s  formidable  teeth  were  in  full  view,  his  shaggy 
coat  was  bristling,  his  eyes  were  starting,  his 
growl  had  changed  from  the  surly  to  the  savage 
note ; he  was  ready  to  tear  down,  not  Father 
Rocco  only,  but  all  the  clergy  in  Pisa,  at  a 
moment’s  notice^ 

“You  have  been  listening,”  said  the  priest, 
calmly.  “ I see  it  in  your  face.  You  have  heard  all.” 

She  could  not  answer  a word  ; she  could  not 
take  her  eyes  from  him.  There  was  an  unnatural 
stillness  in  his  face,  a steady,  unrepentant, 
unfathomable  despair  in  his  eyes  that  struck  her 
with  horror.  She  would  have  given  worlds  to  be 
able  to  rise  to  her  feet  and  fly  from  his  presence. 

“ I once  listrusted  you  and  watched  you  in 
secret,”  fr*  said,  speaking  after  a short  silence. 
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thoughtfully,  and  with  a strange,  tranquil  sadness 
in  his  voice  ; “ and  now,  what  I did  by  you,  you 
do  by  me.  You  put  the  hope  of  your  life  once  in 
my  hands.  Is  it  because  they  were  not  worthy 
of  the  trust  that  discovery  and  ruin  overtake  me, 
and  that  you  are  the  instrument  of  the  retribu- 
tion? Can  this  be  the  decree  of  heaven — or  is 
it  nothing  but  the  blind  justice  of  chance  ? ” 

He  looked  upward,  doubtingly,  to  the  lustrous 
sky  above  him,  and  sighed.  Nanina’s  eyes  still 
followed  his  mechanically.  He  seemed  to  feel 
their  influence,  for  he  suddenly  looked  down  at 
her  again. 

“What  keeps  you  silent?  Why  are  you 
afraid?”  he  said.  “I  can  do  you  no  harm,  with 
your  dog  at  your  side,  and  the  workmen  yonder 
within  call.  I can  do  you  no  harm,  and  I wish  to 
do  you  none.  Go  back  to  Pisa ; tell  what  you 
have  heard  ; restore  the  man  you  love  to  himself, 
and  ruin  me.  That  is  your  work ; do  it.  I was 
never  your  enemy,  even  when  I distrusted  you. 
I am  not  your  enemy  now.  It  is  no  fault  of 
yours  that  a fatality  has  been  accomplished 
through  you — no  fault  of  yours  that  I am  rejected 
as  the  instrument  of  securing  a righteous  restitu- 
tion to  the  Church.  Rise,  child,  and  go  your  way. 
while  I go  mine,  and  prepare  for  what  is  to  come. 


THE  YELLOW  MASH. 


159 


If  we  never  meet  again,  remember  that  I parted 
from  you  without  one  hard  saying  or  one  hard 
look — parted  from  you  so,  knowing  that  the  first 
word  you  speak  in  Pisa  will  be  death  to  my  charac-. 
ter,  and  destruction  to  the  great  purpose  of  my  life.” 

Speaking  these  words,  always  with  the  same 
calmness  which  had  marked  his  manner  from  the 
first,  he  looked  fixedly  at  her  for  a little  while, 
sighed  again,  and  turned  away.  Just  before  he 
disappeared  among  the  trees  he  said  “ Farewell,” 
but  so  softly  that  she  could  barely  hear  it.  Some 
strange  confusion  clouded  her  mind  as  she  lost 
sight  of  him.  Had  she  injured  him,  or  had  he 
injured  her  ? His  words  bewildered  and  oppressed 
her  simple  heart.  Vague  doubts  and  fears,  and 
a sudden  antipathy  to  remaining  any  longer  near 
the  summer-house,  overcame  her.  She  started  to 
her  feet,  and  keeping  the  dog  still  at  her  side, 
hurried  from  the  garden  to  the  high-road.  There, 
the  wide  glow  of  sunshine,  the  sight  of  the  city 
lying  before  her,  changed  the  current  of  her 
thoughts,  and  directed  them  all  to  Fabio  and  to 
the  future. 

A burning  impatience  to  be  back  in  Pisa  now 
possessed  her.  She  hastened  toward  the  city  at 
her  utmost  speed.  The  doctor  was  reported  to 
be  in  the  palace  when  she  passed  the  servants 
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lounging  in  the  courtyard.  He  saw,  the  moment 
she  came  into  his  presence,  that  something  had 
happened,  and  led  her  away  from  the  sick-room 
into  Fabio’s  empty  study.  There  she  told  him  all. 

“You  have  saved  him,,,  said  the  doctor,  joy- 
fully. “ I will  answer  for  his  recovery.  Only  let 
that  woman  come  here  for  the  reward  ; and  leave 
me  to  deal  with  her  as  she  deserves.  In  the  mean 
time,  my  dear,  don’t  go  away  from  the  palace  on 
any  account  until  I give  you  permission.  I am 
going  to  send  a message  immediately  to  Signor 
Andrea  d’Arbino  to  come  and  hear  the  extraor- 
dinary disclosure  that  you  have  made  to  me.  Go 
back  to  read  to  the  Count,  as  usual,  until  I want 
you  again  ; but,  remember,  you  must  not  drop  a 
word  to  him  yet  of  what  you  have  said  to  me. 
He  must  be  carefully  prepared  for  all  that  we 
have  to  tell  him,  and  must  be  kept  quite  in  the 
dark  until  those  preparations  are  made.” 

D’Arbino  answered  the  doctor’s  summons  in 
person;  and  Nanina  repeated  her  story  to  Ma 
He  and  the  doctor  remained  closeted  together 
some  time  after  she  had  concluded  her  narrati?  y 
and  had  retired.  A little  before  four  o’clock  th**y 
sent  for  her  again  into  the  study.  The  doctor 
was  sitting  by  the  table  with  a bag  of  money  be- 
fore him,  and  D’Arbino  was  telling  one  of  the 


THE  YELLOW  MAS. - 


161 


servants  that  if  a lady  called  at  the  palace  on  the 
subject  of  the  handbill  which  he  had  circulated* 
she  was  to  be  admitted  into  the  study  immediately. 

As  the  clock  struck  four  Nanina  was  requested 
to  take  possession  of  a window-seat,  and  to  wait 
there  until  she  was  summoned.  When  she  had  obey- 
ed, the  doctor  loosened  one  of  the  windowcurtains,  to 
hide  her  from  the  view  of  any  one  entering  the  room. 

About  a quarter  of  an  hour  elapsed,  and  then 
the  door  was  thrown  open,  and  Brigida  herself 
was  shown  into  the  study.  The  doctor  bowed, 
and  D’Arbino  placed  a chair  for  her.  She  was  per- 
fectly collected,  and  thanked  them  for  their  polite- 
ness with  her  best  grace. 

“ I believe  I am  addressing  confidential  friends- 
of  Count  Fabio  d’Ascoli  ?”  Brigida  began.  “ May 
I ask  if  you  are  authorized  to  act  for  the  Count  in 
relation  to  the  reward  which  this  handbill  offers  ?” 

The  doctor,  having  examined  the  handbill,  said 
that  the  lady  was  quite  right,  and  pointed  signifi- 
cantly to  the  bag  of  money. 

“You  are  prepared,  then,”  pursued  Brigida* 
smiling,  “ to  give  a reward  of  two  hundred  scudi 
to  any  one  able  to  tell  you  who  the  woman  is  who 
wore  the  yellow  mask  at  the  Marquis  Melani’s 
ball,  and  how  she  contrived  to  personate  the  face, 
and  figure  of  the  late  Countess  d’Ascoli  ?” 
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“ Of  course  we  are  prepared/'  answered  DrAr* 
bino,  a little  irritably.  “As  men  of  honor,  we 
are  not  in  the  habit  of  promising  anything  that 
we  are  not  perfectly  willing,  under  proper  condi- 
tions, to  perform/' 

“ Pardon  me,  my  dear  friend,"  said  the  doctor; 
€t  I think  you  speak  a little  too  warmly  to  the 
lady.  She  is  quite  right  to  take  every  precaution. 
We  have  the  two  hundred  scudi  here,  madam," 
he  continued,  patting  the  money-bag;  “and  we 
are  prepared  to  pay  that  sum  for  the  information 
we  want.  But"  (here  the  doctor  suspiciously 
moved  the  bag  of  scudi  from  the  table  to  his  lap) 
“we  must  have  proofs  that  the  person  claiming 
the  reward  is  really  entitled  to  it." 

Brigida’s  eyes  followed  the  money-bag  greedily. 

“ Proofs  !"  she  exclaimed,  taking  a small  flat  box 
from  under  her  cloak  and  pushing  it  across  to  the 
doctor.  “Proofs!  there  you  will  find  one  proof 
that  establishes  my  claim  beyond  the  possibility  of 
doubt." 

The  doctor  opened  the  box  and  looked  at  the 
wax  mask  inside  it ; then  handed  it  to  D’Arbino 
and  replaced  the  bag  of  scudi  cn  the  table. 

“ The  contents  of  that  box  seem  certainly  to  ex- 
plain a great  deal,"  he  said,  pushing  the  bag  gently 
toward  Brigida,  but  always  keeping  his  hand  over 


THE  YELLOW  MASK . 


163 


ft.  “The  woman  who  wore  the  yellow  domino 
was,  I presume,  of  the  same  height  as  the  late 
Countess  ?” 

“ Exactly,”  said  Brigida.  “Her  eyes  were  also 
of  the  same  color  as  the  late  Countess’s  ; she  wore 
yellow  of  the  same  shade  as  the  hangings  in  the  late 
Countess’s  room,  and  she  had  on,  under  her  yellow 
mask,  the  colorless  wax  model  of  the  late  Countess:s 
face  now  in  your  friend’s  hand.  So  much  for  that 
part  of  the  secret.  Nothing  remains  now  to  be 
cleared  up  but  the  mystery  of  who  the  lady  was. 
Have  the  goodness,  sir,  to  push  that  bag  an  inch  or 
two  nearer  my  way  and  I shall  be  delighted  to  tell  you/’ 
“ Thank  you,  madam,”  said  the  doctor,  with  a 
very  perceptible  change  in  his  manner.  “We  know 
who  the  lady  was  already.” 

He  moved  the  bag  of  scudi  while  he  spoke  back 
to  his  own  side  of  the  table.  Brigida’s  cheeks 
'reddened,  and  she  rose  from  her  seat. 

“ Am  I to  understand,  sir,”  she  said  haughtily, 
“that  you  take  advantage  of  my  position  here,  as  a 
defenseless  woman,  to  cheat  me  out  of  the  reward  ?” 
“By  no  means,  madam,”  rejoined  the  doctor. 
“We  have  covenanted  to  pay  the  reward  to  the  per- 
son who  could  give  us  the  information  we  required.” 
“Well,  sir ! have  I not  given  you  part  of  it  ? 
And  am  I not  prepared  to  give  you  the  whole  ?” 
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“ Certainly  ; but  the  misfortune  is  that  anothef 
person  has  been  beforehand  with  you.  We  ascer- 
tained who  the  lady  in  the  yellow  domino  was,  and 
how  she  contrived  to  personate  the  face  of  the  late 
Countess  d’Ascoli,  several  hours  ago,  from  another 
informant.  That  person  has  consequently  the  prior 
claim  ; and,  on  every  principle  of  justice,  that  per- 
son must  also  have  the  reward.  Nanina,  this  bag 
belongs  to  you — come  and  ^.ake  it.” 

Nanina  appeared  from  the  window-seat.  Brigida, 
thunder-struck,  looked  at  her  in  silence  for  a mo- 
ment ; gasped  out,  “ That  girl  !”  then  stopped 
again,  breathless. 

“That  girl  was  at  the  back  of  the  summer-house 
this  morning,  while  you  and  your  accomplice  were 
talking  together,”  said  the  doctor. 

D’Arbino  had  been  watching  Brigida’s  face  in- 
tently from  the  moment  of  Nanina’s  appearance, 
and  had  quietly  stolen  close  to  her  side.  This  was 
a fortunate  movement ; for  the  doctor’s  last  words 
were  hardly  out  of  his  mouth  before  Brigida  seized 
a heavy  ruler  lying  with  some  writing  materials  on 
the  table.  In  another  instant,  if  D’Arbino  had  not 
caught  her  arm,  she  would  have  hurled  it  at  Nani- 
na’s  head. 

“You  may  let  go  your  hold,  sir.”  she  said,  drop- 
ping the  ruler  and  turning  toward  D’Arbino  with 
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a smile  on  her  white  lips  and  a wicked  calmness 
in  her  steady  eyes.  “I  can  wait  for  a better  op- 
portunity.” 

With  those  words  she  walked  to  the  door,  and 
turning  round  there,  regarded  Nanina  fixedly. 

“ I wish  I had  been  a moment  quicker  with  the 
ruler, ” she  said,  and  went  out. 

“ There  !”  exclaimed  the  doctor  ; “ I told  you  I 
knew  how  to  deal  with  her  as  she  deserved.  One 
thing  I am  certainly  obliged  to  her  for — she  has 
saved  us  the  trouble  of  going  to  her  house  and 
forcing  her  to  give  up  the  mask.  And  now,  my 
child,”  he  continued,  addressing  Nanina,  “ you  can 
go  home,  and  one  of  the  men-servants  shall  see 
you  safe  to  your  own  door,  in  case  that  woman 
should  still  be  lurking  about  the  palace.  Stop  ! 
you  are  leaving  the  bag  of  scudi  behind  you.” 

“ I can’t  take  it,  sir.” 

“ And  why  not  ?” 

“ She  would  have  taken  money  !”  Saying  those 
words,  Nanina  reddened  and  looked  toward  the  door. 

The  doctor  glanced  approvingly  at  D’Arbino. 
“ Well,  well,  we  won’t  argue  about  that  now,”  he 
said.  “ I’ll  lock  up  the  money  with  the  mask  for 
to-day.  Come  here  to-morrow  morning  as  usual, 
my  dear.  By  that  time  I shall  have  made  up  my 
mind  on  the  right  means  for  breaking  your  discov- 
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cry  to  Count  Fabio.  Only  let  us  proceed  slowly 
and  cautiously,  and  I answer  for  success.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

The  next  morning,  among  the  first  visitors  at  the 
Ascoli  Palace  was  the  master  sculptor,  Luca  Lomi. 
He  seemed,  as  the  servants  thought,  agitated,  and 
said  he  was  especially  desirous  of  seeing  Count 
Fabio.  On  being  informed  that  this  was  impos- 
sible, he  reflected  a little,  and  then  inquired  if  the 
medical  attendant  of  the  Count  was  at  the  palace, 
and  could  be  spoken  with.  Both  questions  were 
answered  in  the  affirmative,  and  he  was  ushered 
into  the  doctor’s  presence. 

“ I know  not  how  to  preface  what  I want  to  say,” 
Luca  began,  looking  about  him  confusedly.  “May 
I ask  you,  in  the  first  place,  if  the  work-girl  named 
Nanina  was  here  yesterday  ?” 

“ She  was,”  said  the  doctor. 

“ Did  she  speak  in  private  with  any  one  ?” 

“Yes  ; with  me.” 

“ Then  you  know  everything  ?” 

“ Absolutely  everything.” 

“I  am  glad  at  least  to  find  that  my  object  in 
wishing  to  see  the  Count  can  be  equally  well  an- 
swered by  seeing  you.  Mv  brother.  I regret  to 
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say — ” He  stopped  perplexedly,  and  drew  from 
his  pocket  a roll  of  papers. 

“You  may  speak  of  your  brother  in  the  plainest 
terms,”  said  the  doctor.  “ I know  what  share  he 
has  had  in  promoting  the  infamous  conspiracy  of 
the  Yellow  Mask.” 

“ My  petition  to  you,  and  through  you  to  the 
Count,  is,  that  your  knowledge  of  what  my  brother 
has  done  may  go  no  further.  If  this  scandal  be- 
comes public,  it  will  ruin  me  in  my  profession. 
And  I make  little  enough  by  it  already,”  said  Luca* 
with  his  old  sordid  smile  breaking  out  again  faintly 
on  his  face. 

“ Pray,  do  you  come  from  your  brother  with  this 
petition  ?”  inquired  the  doctor. 

“ No  ; I come  solely  on  my  own  account.  My 
brother  seems  careless  what  happens.  He  has 
made  a full  statement  of  his  share  in  the  matter 
from  the  first  ; has  forwarded  it  to  his  ecclesiasti- 
cal superior  (who  will  send  it  to  the  archbishop), 
and  is  now  awaiting  whatever  sentence  they  choose 
to  pass  on  him.  I have  a copy  of  the  document,  ta 
prove  that  he  has  at  least  been  candid,  and  that  he 
does  not  shrink  from  consequences  which  he  might 
have  avoided  by  flight.  The  law  can  not  touch 
him,  but  the  Church  can  ; and  to  the  Church  he 
has  confessed.  All  I ask  is,  that  he  may  be  spared 
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a public  exposure.  Such  an  exposure  would  do  no 
good  to  the  Count,  and  it  would  do  dreadful  injury 
to  me.  Look  over  the  papers  yourself,  and  show 
them,  whenever  you  think  proper,  to  the  master  of 
this  house.  I have  every  confidence  in  his  honor 
and  kindness,  and  in  yours. ” 

He  laid  the  roll  of  papers  open  on  the  table, 
and  then  retired  with  great  humility  to  the  window. 
The  doctor  looked  over  them  with  some  curi- 
osity. 

The  statement  or  confession  began  by  boldly 
avowing  the  writer’s  conviction  that  part  of  the 
property  which  the  Count  Fabio  d’Ascoli  had  in- 
herited from  his  ancestors  had  been  obtained  by 
fraud  and  misrepresentation  from  the  Church. 
The  various  authorities  on  which  this  assertion 
was  based  were  then  produced  in  due  order ; 
along  with  some  curious  particles  of  evidence 
culled  from  old  manuscripts,  which  it  must  have 
cast  much  trouble  to  collect  and  decipher. 

The  second  section  was  devoted,  at  great  length, 
to  the  reasons  which  induced  the  writer  to  think 
it  his  absolute  duty,  as  an  affectionate  son  and 
faithful  servant  of  the  Church,  not  to  rest  until 
she  had  restored  to  the  successors  of  the  apostles 
in  his  day  the  property  which  had  been  fraudu- 
lently taken  from  them  in  days  gone  by.  The 
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writer  held  himself  justified,  in  the  last  resort, 
and  in  that  only,  in  using  any  means  for  effecting 
this  restoration,  except  such  as  might  involve 
him  in  mortal  sin. 

The  third  section  described  the  priest’s  share 
in  promoting  the  marriage  of  Maddalena  Lomi 
with  Fabio ; and  the  hopes  he  entertained  of 
securing  the  restitution  of  the  Church  property 
through  his  influence  over  his  niece,  in  the  first 
place,  and,  when  she  had  died,  through  his  influ- 
ence over  her  child,  in  the  second.  The  necessary 
failure  of  all  his  projects,  if  Fabio  married  again, 
was  next  glanced  at ; and  the  time  at  which  the 
first  suspicion  of  the  possible  occurrence  of  this 
catastrophe  occurred  to  his  mind  was  noted  with 
scrupulous  accuracy. 

The  fourth  section  narrated  the  manner  in 
which  the  conspiracy  of  the  Yellow  Mask  had 
originated.  The  writer  described  himself  as  being 
in  his  brother’s  studio  on  the  night  of  his 
niece’s  death,  harassed  by  forebodings  of  the 
likelihood  of  Fabio’s  marrying  again,  and  filled 
with  the  resolution  to  prevent  any  such  disastrous 
second  union  at  all  hazards.  He  asserted  that  the 
idea  of  taking  the  wax  mask  from  his  brother’s 
statue  flashed  upon  him  on  a sudden,  and  that  he 
knew  of  nothing  to  lead  to  it,  except,  perhaps. 
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that  he  had  been  thinking  just  before  of  the 
superstitious  nature  of  the  young  man’s  character, 
as  he  had  himself  observed  it  in  the  studio.  He 
further  declared  that  the  idea  of  the  wax  mask 
terrified  him  at  first ; that  he  strove  against  it  as 
against  a temptation  of  the  devil  ; that  from  fear 
of  yielding  to  this  temptation,  he  abstained  even 
from  entering  the  studio  during  his  brother’s  ab- 
sence at  Naples,  and  that  he  first  faltered  in  his 
good  resolution  when  Fabio  returned  to  Pisa,  and 
when  it  was  rumored,  not  only  that  the  young 
nobleman  was  going  to  the  ball,  but  that  he  would 
certainly  marry  for  the  second  time. 

The  fifth  section  related  that  the  writer,  upon 
this,  yielded  to  temptation  rather  than  forego  the 
cherished  purpose  of  his  life  by  allowing  Fabio  a 
chance  of  marrying  again ; that  he  made  the  wax 
mask  in  a plaster  mould  taken  from  the  face  of  his 
brother’s  statue  ; and  that  he  then  had  two  sep- 
arate interviews  with  a woman  named  Brigida  (of 
whom  he  had  some  previous  knowledge),  who  was 
ready  and  anxious,  from  motives  of  private  malice, 
to  personate  the  deceased  Countess  at  the  masquer- 
ade. This  woman  had  suggested  that  some  anony- 
mous letters  to  Fabio  would  pave  the  way  in  his 
mind  for  the  approaching  impersonation,  and  had 
written  the  letters  herself.  However,  even  when 
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all  the  preparations  were  made,  the  writer  declared 
that  he  shrank  from  proceeding  to  extremities ; 
and  that  he  would  have  abandoned  the  whole  pro- 
ject  but  for  the  woman  Brigida  informing  him  one 
day  that  a work-girl  framed  Nanina  was  to  be  one 
of  the  attendants  at  the  ball.  He  knew  the  Count 
to  have  been  in  love  with  this  girl,  even  to  the  point 
of  wishing  to  marry  her ; he  suspected  that  her 
engagement  to  wait  at  the  ball  was  preconcerted  • 
and,  in  consequence,  he  authorized  his  female  ac- 
complice to  perform  her  part  in  the  conspiracy. 

The  sixth  section  detailed  the  proceedings  at  the 
masquerade,  and  contained  the  writer’s  confession 
that,  on  the  night  before  it,  he  had  written  to  the 
Count  proposing  the  reconciliation  of  a difference 
that  had  taken  place  between  them,  solely  for  the 
purpose  of  guarding  himself  against  suspicion. 
He  next  acknowledged  that  he  had  borrowed  the 
key  of  the  Campo  Santo  gate,  keeping  the  author- 
ity to  whom  it  was  intrusted  in  perfect  ignorance 
of  the  purpose  for  which  he  wanted  it.  That  pur- 
pose was  to  carry  out  the  ghastly  delusion  of  the 
wax  mask  (in  the  very  probable  event  of  the  wearer 
being  followed  and  inquired  after)  by  having  the 
woman  Brigida  taken  up  and  set  down  at  the  gate* 
of  the  cemetery  in  which  F abio’s  wife  had  been  buried 

The  seventh  section  solemnly  averred  that  the 
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sole  object  of  the  conspiracy  was  to  prevent  the 
young  nobleman  from  marrying  again,  by  working 
-on  his  superstitious  fears  ; the  writer  repeating, 
.after  this  avowal,  that  any  such  second  marriage 
would  necessarily  destroy  his  project  for  promoting 
the  ultimate  restoration  of  the  Church  possessions* 
by  diverting  Count  Fabio’s  property,  in  great  part, 
from  his  first  wife’s  child,  over  whom  the  priest 
would  always  have  influence,  to  another  wife  and 
probably  other  children,  over  whom  he  could  hope 
to  have  none. 

The  eighth  and  last  section  expressed  the  writer's 
contrition  for  having  allowed  his  zeal  for  the  Church 
to  mislead  him  into  actions  liable  to  bring  scandal 
on  his  cloth ; reiterated  in  the  strongest  language 
his  conviction  that,  whatever  might  be  thought  of 
the  means  employed,  the  end  he  had  proposed  to 
himself  was  a most  righteous  one ; and  concluded 
by  asserting  his  resolution  to  suffer  with  humility 
any  penalties,  however  severe,  which  his  ecclesi- 
astical superiors  might  think  fit  to  inflict  on  him. 

Having  looked  over  this  extraordinary  statement, 
the  doctor  addressed  himself  again  to  Luca  Lomi. 

“ I agree  with  you/’  he  said,  “ that  no  useful  end 
is  to  be  gained  now  by  mentioning  your  brother’s 
conduct  in  public — always  provided,  however,  that 
his  ecclesiastical,  superiors  do  their  duty.  I shall 
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show  these  papers  to  the  Count  as  soon  as  he  is  fit 
to  peruse  them,  and  I have  no  doubt  that  he  will 
be  ready  to  take  my  view  of  the  matter.” 

This  assurance  relieved  Luca  Lomi  of  a great 
weight  of  anxiety.  He  bowed  and  withdrew. 

The  doctor  placed  the  papers  in  the  same  cabi- 
net in  which  he  had  secured  the  wax  mask.  Before 
he  had  locked  the  doors  again  he  took  out  the  flat- 
box,  opened  it,  and  looked  thoughtfully  for  a few 
minutes  at  the  mask  inside  ; then  sent  for  Nanina* 
“ Now,  my  child,”  he  said,  when  she  appeared^ 
“I  am  going  to  try  our  first  experiment  with  Count 
Fabio  ; and  I think  it  of  great  importance  that  you 
should  be  present  while  I speak  to  him.” 

He  took  up  the  box  with  the  mask  in  it,  and., 
beckoning  to  Nanina  to  follow  him,  led  the  way  to- 
Fabio’s  chamber. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

About  six  months  after  the  events  already  re- 
lated, Signor  Andrea  d’Arbino  and  the  Cavaliere 
Finello  happened  to  be  staying  with  a friend,  in  a 
seaside  villa  on  the  Castellamare  shore  of  the  bay 
of  Naples.  Most  of  their  time  was  pleasantly  oc- 
cupied on  the  sea,  in  fishing  and  sailing.  A boat 
was  placed  entirely  at  their  disposal.  Sometimes; 
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they  loitered  whole  days  along  the  shore ; some- 
times made  trips  to  the  lovely  islands  in  the  bay. 

One  evening  they  were  sailing  near  Sorrento, 
with  a light  wind.  The  beauty  of  the  coast  tempt- 
ed them  to  keep  the  boat  close  inshore.  A short 
time  before  sunset  they  rounded  the  most  pictur- 
esque headland  they  had  yet  passed  ; and  a little 
bay,  with  a white  sand  beach,  opened  on  their  view. 
They  noticed  first  a villa  surrounded  by  orange 
and  olive  trees  on  the  rocky  heights  inland  ; then  a 
path  in  the  cliff-side  leading  down  to  the  sands  ; 
then  a little  family  party  on  the  beach,  enjoying 
the  fragrant  evening  air. 

The  elders  of  the  group  were  a lady  and  gentle- 
man, sitting  together  on  the  sand.  The  lady  had 
a guitar  in  her  lap,  and  was  playing  a simple 
dance-melody.  Close  at  her  side  a young  child 
was  rolling  on  the  beach  in  high  glee  ; in  front  of 
her  a little  girl  was  dancing  to  the  music,  with  a 
very  extraordinary  partner  in  the  shape  of  a dog, 
who  was  capering  on  his  hind  legs  in  the  most  gro- 
tesque manner.  The  merry  laughter  of  the  girl 
and  the  lively  notes  of  the  guitar  were  heard  dis- 
tinctly across  the  still  water. 

“ Edge  a little  nearer  inshore,”  said  D’Arbino  to 
his  friend,  who  was  steering,  “and  keep  as  I do  in 
the  shadow  of  the  sail.  I want  to  see  the  faces  of 
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those  persons  on  the  beach  without  being  seen  by 
them.” 

Finello  obeyed.  After  approaching  just  near 
enough  to  see  the  countenances  of  the  party  on 
shore,  and  to  be  barked  at  lustily  by  the  dog,  they 
turned  the  boat’s  head  again  toward  the  offing. 

“ A pleasant  voyage,  gentlemen,”  cried  the  clear 
voice  of  the  little  girl.  They  waved  their  hats  in 
return,  and  then  saw  her  run  to  the  dog  and  take 
him  by  the  fore  legs.  “ Play,  Nanina,”  they  heard 
her  say.  “I  am  not  half  done  with  my  partner  yet.” 
The  guitar  sounded  once  more,  and  the  grotesque 
dog  was  on  his  hind  legs  in  a moment. 

“ I had  heard  that  he  was  well  again,  that  he  had 
married  her  lately,  and  that  he  was  away  with  her 
and  her  sister,  and  the  child  by  the  first  wife,”*  said 
D’Arbino  ; “but  I had  no  suspicion  that  their  place 
of  retirement  was  so  near  us.  It  is  too  soon  to 
break  in  upon  their  happiness,  or  I should  have  felt 
inclined  to  run  the  boat  on  shore.” 

“ I never  heard  the  end  of  that  strange  adven- 
ture of  the  Yellow  Mask,”  said  Finello.  “There 
was  a priest  mixed  up  in  it,  was  there  not  ?” 

“ Yes  ; but  nobody  seems  to  know  exactly  what 
has  become  of  him.  He  was  sent  for  to  Rome,  and 
he  has  never  been  heard  of  since.  One  report  is 
that  he  has  been  condemned  to  some  mysterious 
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penal  seclusion  by  his  ecclesiastical  superiors ; 
another,  that  he  has  volunteered,  as  a sort  of  for- 
lorn hope,  to  accept  a colonial  curacy  among  rough 
people  and  in  a pestilential  climate.  I asked  his 
brother,  the  sculptor,  about  him  a little  while  ago, 
but  he  only  shook  his  head,  and  said  nothing.” 

“ And  the  woman  who  wore  the  yellow  mask  ?” 

“ She,  too,  has  ended  mysteriously.  At  Pisa  she 
was  obliged  to  sell  off  everything  she  possessed  to 
pay  her  debts.  Some  friends  of  hers  at  a milliner's 
shop,  to  whom  she  applied  for  help,  would  have 
nothing  to  do  with  her.  She  left  the  city  alone  and 
penniless.”  / 

The  boat  had  approached  the  next  headland  on 
the  coast  while  they  were  talking.  They  looked 
back  for  a last  glance  at  the  beach.  Still  the  notes 
of  the  guitar  came  gently  across  the  quiet  water  ; 
but  there  mingled  with  them  now  the  sound  of  the 
lady's  voice.  She  was  singing.  The  little  girl  and 
the  dog  were  at  her  feet,  and  the  gentleman  was 
still  in  his  old  place  close  at  her  side. 

In  a few  minutes  more  the  boat  rounded  the  next 
headland,  the  beach  vanished  from  view,  and  the 
music  died  away  softly  in  the  distance. 


THE  END. 


